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Guy McCrone, author of “Red Plush.” (See page 13) 
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American Booksellers Association 

GIVE-A-BOOK CERTIFICATE 
This Certificate is mot good for more than ten dollars | 

This GIVE-A-BOOK CERTIFI- 

CATE may be redeemed in books at any 
participating bookstore member of the 
American Booksellers Association, Inc. Par- 
ticipating members display the emblem 
shown here. A full list of the bookstores at 
which this Certificate may be redeemed is 
available at any bookstore displaying this 
emblem, or from the American Booksellers . 
Association, Inc., at the address given below. 

This Certificate entitles the holder to receive a book or books 
(excepting textbooks or technical books) in the amount stated 
here, or it may be applied at full face value toward a larger 
purchase of books with the balance payable in cash. Should the 
book or books selected total less than the face value of this 
Certificate, the balance will be credited to the holder toward 
future book purchases at the same bookstore where this Certificate 
has been presented 
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ISSUED BY 

This Certificate is not subject to cash refund, nor may it be 
honored in the purchase of any merchandise other than books. It 
is redeemable up to one year from date 

NOT VALID AFTER ONE YEAR FROM 
THE RICHTS OF THE HOLDER OF THIS CERTIFICATE, properly dated, 

signed and issued, ARE CUARANTEED by the AMERICAN BOoKSeLL- . MONTH 
exs Association, Inc., 31 Madison Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. YQ 
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A Novel by 

JOE DAVID 

BROWN 

AND PUBLISHED BY MORROW 

A maN who will make you 
believe in miracles... . A 

NOVEL with reverence, humor, 
wisdom. 

“I met Joe David Brown's 
parson about 11 last night 
and now I'll always know 
him. . . . | feel a lot better 
just because he walked into 
my house and talked to me 
as he did.” — James Street. 
“A rich, rare book . . . salty 
and wise and exhilarating.” 
—Harnett Kane, Chicago Sun 

The perfect Christmas gift! 
At bookstores $2.75 

THE 

asm 
by VICTOR CANNING 

Perhaps it was chance, perhaps it was 

fate that led him to Montefalcone. . -... 
High in the Apennines, as remote 

from the world as the falcons 

that soared above it— 

Montefalcone waited for him. . . . 

The tiny mountain village beckoned 
him with a promise of peace, but 
gave him instead the turbulence of 

love and the threat of death. ... 

A superb novel with drama— 

beauty of prose—rugged sensitivity. 

At your bookstores $3.00 
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the boyhood letters of 

FRANKLIN D. ROOSEVELT 

This volume of the letters of Franklin D. Roose 
velt covers the formative years when the infly. 
ence of environment bears most heavily upon 
the young mind. No one, remembering the con. 
plex personality of President Roosevelt, can fajj 
to wonder what factors molded it. To a large 
extent the answers lie in these letters. 

From the first brief notes there emerges a 
picture of F.D.R’s childhood—his governesses 
and tutors, his affectionate, elderly father, his 
young and beautiful mother. 

When, in his early teens, his Hyde Park sur. 
roundings were exchanged for those of boarding 
school, the letters multiply and the character of 
their author begins to fill out. Between the lines of 
the Groton correspondence one can read the story 
of a sensitive, much-mothered boy beginning to 
find his way, to make friends, to enjoy schoo! life. 

The changes college worked in F.D.R. were 
even greater than those which took place at 
Groton. At Harvard he found himself. One sees 
in the letters he wrote home how college greatly 
developed him, his opinions, his ability to get 
along with others, and his self-confidence. 

The personal letters of F.D.R. offer to scholars 
invaluable source material. To parents they give 
a charming picture of a mother-son relationship 
at once unique and universal. To those who enjoy 
the flavor of a vanished era, they offer intimate 
scenes of American society at the turn of the 
century. And finally, for the many who regard 
Franklin Roosevelt as the most elusive, dramatic, 
and important personality of modern American 
history, this first volume of his family letters 
will provide keys to understanding. 

With a sixty-four pase pictorial section contain- 
ing rare family photographs and reproductions 
of twenty-eight of the most interesting letters. 

HIS PERSONAL LETTERS 
EARLY YEARS 

Edited by ELLIOTT ROOSEVELT with a Foreword by ELEANOR ROOSEVELT 

Previewed by LIFE on October 6th - 
“When Franklin Roosevelt died there was 
no phrasemaker at his deathbed to re- 

mark, as Stant dly said of Lin- 
coln, ‘Now he belongs | to the ages.’ But as 
surely as the ages have possessed Lincoln, 
Roosevelt will also be possessed until at 
last he may supplant Lincoln as history's 
most completely biographized American. 
Unlike Lincoln, Roosevelt left an extremely 

detailed 
and volumi legacy of facts. 

“Much of this legacy exists in letters 
never before published . . . covering the 
period from his first written communication 
at the age of 5 in 1887 to his graduation 
from Harvard in 1904. For historians and 
those who loved Roosevelt this cerrespon- 
dence will prove of great interest and in- 
creasing value.” 

543 PAGES 

$5.00 AT ALL BOOKSTORES 
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‘a LETTER FROM PERCY WAXMAN, 
iyeteran member of Cosmopolitan’s 
‘editorial staff, is always welcome. 

‘Here is his latest: 

I submit a few items of Definite 
' Unimportance to initiate a Show- 
' of Department in your Trade 
} Winds column which you might 
’ want to use on tired days: 

1. The words of the songs that 
are sung in a musical comedy are 
known as lyrics, and the person 
who writes them is called a lyricist. 
But he shouldn’t be. Oddly enough 
there is no such word as lyricist in 
the dictionary. It should be lyrist. 
Do you think Tim Pan Alley will 
take this lying down? 

2. When a man writes a story and 
signs it with a name other than 
his own we say he writes under a 
nom de plume. But there is no such 
term in French. What we mean to 
say is that he writes under a nom 
de guerre. (Although why we don’t 
stick to English and say pseudonym 
is beyond me.) Incidentally, you 
will have a couple of well-raised 
eyebrows if you look up the origin 
of nom de guerre. 

3. Here’s an odd one. When the 
well-fed business tycoon sits back 
at the end of his dinner and calls 
for a demi-tasse he thinks he is 
talking French. But he isn’t. Demi- 
tasse, Meaning a small cup of cof- 
fee, doesn’t exist in French although 
oddly enough, owing to its persistent 
use by Americans, it is now in al- 
most general use in Paris and other 
French cities popular with travelers. 
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4. Did you know that the word 
mayonnaise (and the sauce itself) 
was first invented in Minorca. The 

_ chef who first made the sauce called 
it Mahonese after Mahon, the capi- 
tal of Minorca. Later it was galli- 
cized. (For extra measure, may I 
say that Mahon was named for 
Hannibal’s brother?) 
. That will be about all for to- 
os: 

FROM ARNOLD SCHULMAN, of the Au- 
thors’ Workshop for Vets: 

After six months of free office 
space at the Veterans’ Service Cen- 
ter on Park Avenue, we were in- 
formed that we’d have to move be- 
cause of the general retrenchment 
in veteran facilities. A couple of us 
trotted breathlessly about and final- 
ly located space at 136 West 42nd 
Street and one of the boys miracu- 
lously arranged for a truck to move 
us. So, with a slight drizzle begin- 
ning to fall, we immediately trans- 
posed our furniture to the street. 
_A short while later the truck ar- 

rived and we hastily loaded it, try- 
ing to ignore some strange, un- 
pleasant odor about us. Then a 
quick glance at the side of the truck 
told us that we had engaged a fish 
truck to move our valuables, in- 
cluding a large monstrous sofa, once 
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“"THE CUSTOMERS ALWAYS WRITE‘ 

the favorite of Alexander Woollcott. 
Believe it or not, we could actually 
hear Woollcott’s ghost swearing as 
we rattled down Park Avenue. Oh 
well, at least the local traffic gave 
us a wide berth, but we're still 
startled by the picture of Woollcott 
sneering with a herring between his 
teeth. 

On the serious side, we want to 
mention a few facts about our or- 
ganization and our purpose for ex- 
istence. We are a non-profit group 
designed to help veterans both in 
and out of hospitals who are in- 
terested in creative writing. We re- 
view, criticize, and try to market 
those manuscripts which our board 
of advisers, comprised of leading 
editors, publishers, and _ writers, 
think salable. This service is all free. 
We. began two and a half years 

ago at St. Alban’s Hospital, then we 
branched out to Halloran and 
Kingsbridge hospitals. When the 
war ended and most of the patients 
were discharged it was decided to 
continue with the program, not as 
a crutch, but as an aid to beginning 
writers. Our aim, in addition to 
helping the veteran, is also to try 
to develop fresh talent for the de- 
clining literary field. We are sup- 
ported entirely by donations and 
will appreciate any helpful pub- 
licity you may give us... . 

H. A. ROGERS of Hollywood, Florida, 

writes, “Most big organizations have 

famous trade marks. I wonder how 

many publishers’ marks can be identi- 

fied readily by SRL readers?” 

Mr. Rogers lists the following (the 

answers will be found farther down 

in this column): 

1. A running dog. 2. A tree. 3. A 

piper and a fish. 4. A ship in full sail 

5. Two hands and a torch. 6. A two- 

story house flanked by two wings. 

7. An eagle. 8. An anchor. 9. A man 

sowing. 10. A column topped by a 

ball and a perching eagle. 11. An owl, 

whose body is the letter “O.” 12. A 

lamp with a book for background... . 

LAURA WOODBERRY, of Beverly, 

Mass., with an eye to windward for 

the outlandish fashions some women 

have fallen for this season, calls to 

mind a sermon preached by a wise 

Reverend Wilkinson at the nuptials of 

Lord Hay in 1607, and reprinted as a 

footnote in an old edition of John Mil- 

ton’s “Samson Agonistes.” Dr. Wil- 

kinson took his text from Proverbs, 

XXXI, 14: “She is like a merchant 

shippe, she bringeth her food from 

afar,” and continued, “But of all 

qualities, a woman must not have 

one quality of a ship, and that is too 

much rigging. Oh! what a wonder it 

is to see a ship under saile, with her 

tacklings and her masts, and her top- 

gallants, with her upper deckes, and 

her nether deckes, and so bedeckt 

with her streamers, flags, and ensigns, 

and I know not what; yea, but a world 

of wonders it is to see a woman cre- 

ated in God’s image, so miscreate oft 

times and deformed with her French, 

her Spanish, and her foolish fashions, 

that He that made her, when He 

lookes upon her, shall hardlie know 

her, with her plumes, her fans, and a 

silken vizard, with a ruffe like a saile, 

yea, a ruffe like a rainbow, with a 

feather in her cap, like a flag in her 

top, to tell, I think, which way the 

winde will blowe.”.. . 

FROM RICHARD P. MILLER, of Friends 

House, London: 

Trade Winds readers may be in- 
terested in this paragraph from a 

a Ore | 
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“This is a very popular number . 
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Nor quite two years ago, one of Amer- 

ica’s greatest and most revered novelists 

died, leaving behind him a wealth of im- 

portant contributions to American letters. 

As MAX LERNER said in an editorial for 

PM: “To read of Theodore Dreiser’s death 

was like saying good-bye to a whole age.” 

Theodore Dreiser performed a unique 

service to the American novel with his 

Sister Carrie and An American Tragedy, 

now recognized as classics. A leading inter- 

preter of American society, he wrote suc- 

ceeding novels which probed still more 

deeply into the vital social and moral prob- 

lems of our day. His “Trilogy of Desire’, 

begun with The Financier and The Titan, 

will stand among the greatest works writ- 

ten about the effect of American life on 

man’s moral and spiritual nature. 

We are now publishing for the first time 

the final volume of this trilogy, THE 

STOIC, the story of Frank Cowperwood’s 

boldest venture, the building of the vast 

London underground. One of Dreiser’s fin- 

est creations, Cowperwood, too, is in many 

ways the symbol of an age—an age of sav- 

age ambition, wealth and power—an age 

Dreiser brought into dynamic reality. 

MARTHA MacGREGOR of the New 

York Post calls THE STOIC: “A power- 

ful and fascinating story” . .. JAMES T. 

FARRELL: “THE STOIC proves once 

again what a great writer he was . . . his 

story of Cowperwood is unquestionably one 

of his greatest.” 

Ranking with Dreiser’s gigantic successes, 

THE STOIC completes one of the endur- 

ing monuments of American literature. 

With it, comes your opportunity to com- 

plete your Dreiser library, to round off 

your collection of the significant work of a 

towering 20th-century novelist. 

THE STOIC 
by Theodore Dreiser 

At your bookseller’s, $3.00 

DOUBLEDAY 

student’s essay on Quakerism: “The 
Quakers were invented in the Mid- 
dle Ages by Oliver Cromwell. They 
are a very quiet people and never 
answer back. My father is a Quaker, 
my mother is not.” 

THE UNTIMELY DEATH of Poet 

Samuel Hoffenstein on the eve of 

publication of his first new book of 

poems in seventeen years (“Pencil in 

the Air,” published by Doubleday) has 

led many to wonder whether he at 

least had the satisfaction of seeing 

finished copies of his book before he 

passed on. That uncertainty is cleared 

up by the following letter, sent to 

Irving Hoffman by  Hoffenstein’s 

younger brother. The occasion for the 

letter was a pre-publication review 

of “Pencil in the Air” by Hoffman, 

amazingly ecstatic from a critic who 

generally hoots to kill. 

I'm Dave, Sam’s “kid” brother 
|wrote Hoffenstein]. I thought you 
would like to know what happened 
Saturday night previous to the Mon- 
day of our great loss. 
Sam phoned me in St. Paul to 

tell me what Irving Hoffman was 
going to say about the book in his 
column, and how deeply gratified 
he was about it. 

I was so very happy to know he 
saw the book, held it, and knew 
that the first critical comment would 
fulfil his deepest hopes. He valued 
his poetry above everything else. 
This new book meant so much to 
him! You helped make his de- 
parture happier. ... 

FROM TAYLOR CALDWELL, author of 

“There Was a Time”: 

In Europe this summer, my hus- 
band and I crossed the Italian bor- 
der into Ventimiglia, from the 
French Riviera, and immediately 
encountered the gayer, more dis- 
orderly, brighter, and more humor- 
ous atmosphere of Italy. We were 
obliged to leave the train for ex- 
amination by the Italian Customs. 
While waiting in line, I saw three 
young Italian policemen, excessive- 
ly handsome in their greenish uni- 
forms and boots and extravagant 
caps. As I have always had an eye 
for masculine beauty, I was delight- 
ed, and I remarked quite loudly to 
my husband: “Oh boy, look at those 
good-looking kids! They ought to 
be in Hollywood.” Business with the 
customs proceeded, and we sat 
down to await the train which was 
to take us to Genoa. The three po- 

licemen strolled by, profiles 
exhibited, and I admired th 
again. We got up to stroll about ¢; 
station, and then I noticed 
wherever I looked, I encountere, 
the profiles of the boys, marchip 
past gravely and slowly. Becomin; 
suspicious at last, I asked an jp. 
terpreter if the boys understoog 
English. “Oh, yes,” he answere¢ 
brightly, “they were all born |; 
Brooklyn.” 

THE PUBLISHERS’ marks listed a} 

by H. A. Rogers belong to the fo). 

lowing firms: 1. Knopf. 2. Appleton. 

Century. 3. Houghton Mifflin. 4. Vix. 

ing. 5. Harper. 6. Random Hous 

Morrow. 8. Doubleday. 9. Simor 

Schuster. 10. Little, Brown. 11. Ho): 

12. Scribner... . 

FROM RABBI MILTON STEINBERG: 

Here is a story, almost a parable 
for any author who finds himsel; 
as I do just now, midway wit 
a published book, in that pas. 
sage in which everyone — critics 
colleagues, and _ friends — assa1! 
him on every score, from _in- 
tegrity and intelligence to literac 
and who in consequence has begur 
to wonder why he ever ventured 
authorship to begin with. 

It would seem that an old-world 
Jew once went seeking a childh 
friend, now resident in another \ 
cinity, and risen to the dizzy em- 
inence of presidency of his | 
synagogue. Unacquainted with hi 
friend’s exact address, he reachs 
the general neighborhood of 
destination and proceeded to as} 
questions. 

“Do you know,” he inquired 
patriarch passing by, “where Mos 
Goldberg lives?” 

“Moses Goldberg? Do you mea: 
the president of the synagogue, th 
ignoramus who cannot quote a ve: 
from Scripture accurately, let alo: 
from Rabbinics? Two blocks fro: 
here.” 

The two blocks traversed, 
stranger addressed a second inqui 
this time to a young man. 

“Moses Goldberg?” came the re- 
ply, “the president of the syna- 
gogue? That hypocrite! It’s peo: 
like him who drive young peor 
like me from religion. Secend h¢ 
on the right.” 

Arrived at the indicated ho 
the stranger inquired of a child 
to the floor of his friend’s residen 

“Moses Goldberg?” he got in 
sponse, “the president? That kill- 
joy, that sourpuss? Apartment 3B 
Sometime later, the first flurry 

greetings over, the visitor 
marked: “I see, Goldberg, you 
become president of a synagogu: 

“You know how it is,” Goldt 
smiled deprecatingly, “who doe 
like a little glory in his life?” 

THANK YOU ALL very kindly. N 

week I will write this column mys 

As a crooner at the Carnival Nig 

Club remarked the other evening 

have had many requests—but I’m : 

ing to sing anyhow.” 
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The New Yorker Book 

of War Pieces 
The Second World War as reported by The 

New Yorker. “The most distinguished and 

civilized reportage the six years of conflict 

produced.”—Saturday Review $5.00 

CYS 
Continent in Limbo 

“Absorbing and important...A fine and 

badly needed contribution to our under- 

standing of Europe and its present plight.” 

—WILLIAM L, SHIRER $3.00 

by EDITH SULKIN 

(GAY 

‘The Making of Yesterday 
A record of the vital years 1938-42, by the 

author of The Making of Tomorrow. “A 

vivid and brilliant comment on a tortuous 

stretch of history.”"—The New Yorker $4.50 

by RAOUL 
DE ROUSSY DE SALES 

Ca) 

The Living Novel 
“Provides an invigorating series of fresh, 

often brilliant, insights into what has made 

certain novels live.”—Herald Tribune $2.75 

by V. S. PRITCHETT 
CA) 

Trial of a Poet 
A new volume of poems by the Pulitzer 

Prize winner, author of Person, Place and 

Thing, V-Letter, and Essay on Rime. $2.00 

Limited autographed edition $5.00 

by KARL SHAPIRO 
(AY 

A Pattern of Politics 
His challenge to our political thinking is 

“filled with fresh insights on past and pres- 

ent experiences.” — ARTHUR M. SCHLES- 

INGER, JR., N. Y. Herald Tribune $3.00 

by AUGUST HECKSCHER 

At all booksellers 

Extraordinary praise for an 

extraordinary new novel 

THE NEEDLES EYE 
w» TIMOTHY PEMBER 

“If you want to be remembered as the man who first knew about 

an important event, start talking about a young Englishman named 

Timothy Pember. His novel... is the kind of book that makes re- 

viewers wish they'd saved up just a few superlatives for a book that 

was really worthy of them.” — Chicago Sun 

“It is written with such unobtrusive grace that it might be Mr. 

Pember’s tenth novel instead of his first...As a love story it is 

convincing and tender.”.— MALCOLM COWLEY, N. Y. Herald Tribune 

“His publisher suggests that Mr. Pember may be compared with 

E. M. Forster and Henry James, and the statement is by no means as 

far-fetched as such blurbs usually are. His novel is a rewarding liter- 

ary experience.” — JOSEPH HE@RY JACKSON, San Francisco Chronicle 

“A novel of considerable depth and 

importance... Mr. Pember’s chief 

success lies in making his people 

grow upon the reader as they grow, 

and move the reader as they are 

moved—a skill rare enough in mod- 

ern fiction to make this new author 

worth keeping in mind.”’— CARLOS 

BAKER, N. Y. Times Book Review 

“In these days, when it is supposed that one can become a novelist 

simply by self-proclamation, Mr. Pember brings a rare quality of 

respect to his craft.” —DIANA TRILLING, The Nation 

“He handles his material with irony and perception, in the adroit 

manner of a mature and finished writer.”’-— Cincinnati Times-Star 

“Such an avoidance of partisanship, so much tolerance, and so keen 

a penetration of motives, together with a highly personal sense of 

the interest and worth of every man alive, combine to distinguish 

the author from most of his contemporaries and to earn his book 

respect.” — mis BARRY, NV, Y. Herald Tribune Book Review 

$3.00 

REYNAL & HITCHCOCK, New York 
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T HAS recently become fashionable to think of 

authors as people, and generally speaking the idea 

is working out very well. Rarely today is the 

author presented as writer only. You may 

secretly miss those uncompromising old photographs 

of gentlemen in wing collars, seated in straight-back 

chairs, poising a quill and looking vaguely into the 

distance, but it takes courage to say so. Who would 

not feel compelled to favor today’s version of the great 

man: checked lumber-jack, wife on shoulder, pipe in 

mouth, children at knee, glass of distinction in hand? 

This is part of the business of authors Seine people. It’s 

the most obvious surface part, but it’s interesting. In an 

age in which all public figures live in Bell jars, it’s also 

normal. The good thing in this welter of personal pub- 

licity is that you sometimes find out about the person 

behind a book and know the book better because of it. 

We’ve been mulling over recent meetings with writers 

on our current list and thinking about some of the odd, 

small, personal things that bring bonus interest to a 

working day. We had that familiar, tentative, all-thumbs 

feeling about meeting a certain distinguished scientist 

who has written important nonfiction. He has a shock 

of white hair, an uncompromising integrity, and he is in 

love with Hedy Lamarr. Someday he hopes to meet ber. 

A top-notch fiction expert on our list sold brewer’s malt 

in Germany before the war. When he came to this 

country as a refugee he and a friend made black-out 

shades by hand and installed them in bars around New 

York City. He likes to tell about the job that took a 

whole hard day. At 5 o’clock he and his partner finished 

installing their blind and stood waiting to be paid. Just 

to kill time our man tried the shade. The pulleys didn’t 

work. He claims it’s still hanging where it hung that 

day, but he doesn’t expect to be paid for it. 

People 

Who Write 
One of the most eminent and most loved poets living 

today uses his not inconsiderable imagination to delay 

the dreadful moment of settling down to work. Wher 

he can’t put it off any longer he runs away to the wood: 

and gets lost. Another man, a novelist, is more interested 

in losing other people than himself. To that end he has 

rented. a chicken coop on the tip of Long Island. 

Still another writer — one of our most rugged — is ar 

ex-football player who did not get his B.A., M.A., Ph.D 

in physical culture. Currently a Professor of History, he 

is candid and good fun, two highly desirable traits in 

his particular non-fiction field. Our editor in charge o 

titles had a chat with him shortly after the publication 

of his recent biography of William Allen White. The 

two were mildly talking plans for the future and our 

author said, “What would you think of doing a life o! 

Connie Boswell, . . . calling it, of course, Johnson’s Life 

of Boswell?” 

These individuals are writers. (Or vice-versa.) They're 

harder to keep track of than old-time gentlemen ani 

lady authors, but they’re just as much the genuint 

article — maybe even more. They write sound non: 

fiction and real poetry. They write novels with dash 

and swagger, or with tenderness and simple eloquence 

They’re people in the sense of a local saying we'v: 

always liked: one we first heard from a vaudeville per- 

former in Buffalo, New York. When she knew someone 

was on the level all the way down the line she woul: 

say “That’s people.” It’s the highest compliment we know 
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Tripe, Inc. 

Confessions of an Anonymous Opiate Eater 

Eprtor’s Note: An author, who wishes to remain anonymous because he 
_ would rather not be known for the “tripe” he writes, here records his honest 

reactions to the diagnoses of American writing contributed to SRL by Louis 

Bromfield, Conrad Aiken, and Margaret Halsey. In SRL Sept. 13, Mr. Brom- 

field maintained that mediocre writing is on the increase, but insisted that a 
popular writer need not be a bad one. In SRL Sept. 20, Conrad Aiken hope- 

fully announced that “the opportunity for the American writer is now un- 

paralleled in all history,” but even he was a bit uneasy about “the highly 

developed commercialization of writing” which makes it almost “too easy” 

to write. Margaret Halsey, in SRL Oct. 18, challenged the writer who would 

preserve his integrity to face up to the threat of a moneyed society instead 

of backing away from it. When there’s easy money in writing—say for the 
slicks—it’s a great temptation to put aside for awhile that Great American 

Novel fou’ve been planning while you make something to live on. And if you 

succumb, what happens to your standards. your integrity as a writer? In an 

attempt to answer their questions, “Mr. X” has written the following article. 

WRITE tripe. My name appears 

I from time to time in almost any 

of the “slick” magazines—those 

publications with smooth - looking 

maidens in full color on the cover and 

shiny pages where, to paraphrase 

Sheridan, “a narrow rivulet of text 
meanders through a wide meadow of 

advertising.” My stuff keeps maidens 

in brassiéres from getting mixed up 

with gentlemen in tweeds contentedly 

smoking America’s popular cigarette. 

This act of chaperonage seems to be 

its prime function. 

Most of my contributions are fiction 

—fiuffy stuff in which boy invariably 

meets girl, loses, and then gets her. 

The way I do it, the whole thing is 

on a humorous level. Even so, it’s 

pretty thin, and I feel ashamed of be- 

ing responsible for the million man 

hours or so that are going to be wasted 

in the reading of every story I write. 

All right, then, why don’t I write 

something better? Or why not get 

into something respectable like grave 

digging? 

The trouble is that I like to write. 

For better or worse it is my life. I 

have been writing since I was old 

enough to hold a pencil, and though I 

have done other things — university 

teaching, editing, government admin- 

istration, lecturing, laboratory work 

and, after a fashion, farming, I still 

think that writing is my line—or my 

fate. 
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Like many other young idealists, I 

left college with the firm ‘intention of 

writing great novels, novels that 

would easily surpass Sinclair Lewis 

whose glory then in the early Thirties 

had begun to wane, rising to the level 

of Tolstoy, Flaubert, Dickens. In order 

to live, meanwhile, I took a teaching 

job in a foreign university. That ex- 

perience abroad provided the back- 

ground for my first novel—a moder- 

ate best seller, a book-club choice in 

England, a work reprinted abroad and 

translated into foreign tongues. It was 

an immature work, I am sure—I have 

never dared reread it—but it received 

enough acclaim to assure me that I 

was on the right track. 

There followed three other novels, 

but none of them made enough money 

to support my family while I de- 

voted myself to writing. It was still 

necessary to earn a living at some- 

thing else and to write in what time 

I could borrow from a busy life. 

My work improved, if not the in- 

come from it. In the third novel I de- 

veloped new experimental techniques. 

It was a pretty good book—judging 

by current standards I might even 

say very good. It was enthusiastically 

reviewed, and even now after ten 

years it brings letters of almost pa- 

thetic gratitude from people who 

somehow or other discover themselves 

and the world in it. My fourth novel 

made the mistake of showing that even 

in time of war some of the enemy 

might be spiritually on our side and 

ought in any case to.be considered 

as people. It was praised, dramatized 

on the radio, but not bought. 

Then war put an end to writing for 

four years. 

When it was over, I decided that 

I was going to make a living at fiction, 

come hell or high water. Ironically, 

a generous grant was forthcoming for 

the writing of a non-fiction book, and 

for a year I was able to devote my- 

self to that, with a few evening hours 

left for fiction. But the result was like 

the teaching-writing combination— 

too much intellectual effort engaged 

on other projects to permit the de- 

votion of spirit that must go into a 

fine novel. 

One day I happened to pick up a 

copy of a slick magazine. I had never 

looked inside the cevers of ore be- 

fore. I read a short story. Then I 

read all the stories in the “book.” It 

looked easy, and I had heard that the 

income was good. Why not write for 

the slicks in order to live, thus free- 

ing myself for the serious writing that 

I felt compelled to do? 

I tried it, and it worked—perhaps 

because I had traveled a good deal 

and was able with novel places .and 

customs to freshen the old formula on 

which most magazine stories are built. 

By writing in humorous vein I was 

able to amuse readers and save ‘ny 

own self-resrect, for the slick stories 
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which authors and readers take se- 

riously are, for the most part, just 

sad. A slick story, written in a few 

days, made as much money as one of 

my novels which had taken every 

spare moment for a year. Half a dozen 

sales would keep the wolf at a very 

respectful distance for a year. 

Well, I turned out four stories in 

fairly short order, the receipts from 

which provided security for eight 

months of uninterrupted serious writ- 

ing. 

Then, with a sigh of relief, I turned 

to the big task—the writing of the 

book that was going to establish me 

as a novelist of importance. I had the 

story in mind, and the theme. I had 

been planning it all through the war 

years when there had been no time 

for writing. It was to show Americans 

to themselves, to make them see the 

meaning of the conflict that runs 

through their lives and their history; 

in this dangerous hour to make them 

understand the forces that had made 

them and made them great, and to 

save them from the confusion and er- 

ror and maybe disintegration in which 

they were caught. It was a family 

story, yet full of symbols bearing uni- 

versal significance. It was to have 

humor, excitement, misunderstanding, 

and reconciliation, loss and recovery, 

good and evil, youth and age, and in 

the end the peace of understanding. 

But even as I began to write, there 

was a difficulty. Great fiction, it 

seemed to me, must be popular ds 
Dickens was popular. A test of its 

greatness was the universality of its 

appeal. I had learned how to write 

for a modern popular audience—but 

at what cost! Did fiction, in order to 

succeed in this comic-book age, have 

to be written that way in order to be 

read? If I wrote novels as I wrote 

slick stories what would become of 

the standards I had set for myself— 

restraint and channeling of emotion, 

morality built into: the fabric of the 

work without preaching, a grasp of 
universal truths? 

O, it would not do to seek popu- 

larity if the standard had to be 

what a slick editor would accept. I 
would have to stick to my own stand- 

ards and take a chance on attracting 

an audience. 

But even as I wrote, the compulsion 

was on me to sensationalize. Some- 

thing kept happening to my judgment 

of the materials I had chosen. When 

I planned to have the hero’s home 

burn down, I was no longer certain 

whether this was a necessary outcome 

of a story having its own internal mo- 

mentum and pattern, or whether I 

was building a fire so that people 

would have to turn and look at it. I 

knew that great novelists had burned 
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down plenty of houses in their times, 

but was my incendiarism as accept- 

able as Jane Eyre’s? 

Similarly with people. When I let 

a humorous character into the story 

and found him expanding and throw- 

ing himself around, as it were, was I 

cheapening my book or enhancing it? 

Was this fellow someone I had met 

on my way to the slicks? Or was he 

another Micawber, a Sarah Gamp, a 

Pickwick? I could not tell. 

More seriously, the import of my 

book was to be expressed through a 

quite elaborate symbolism in which 

each character represented some aspect 

of American life, political, economic, 

or moral. Lying behind the sur- 

face story of people loving and marry- 

ing and dying was the image of a na- 

tion developing conflicting ways of 

life, conflicting political ideas, con- 

flicting moralities. To me it seemed 

important that fiction should have 

depth and richness of allusion, that 

the novel in America had grown too 

smooth on the surface without gaining 

anything in depth, that it was time 

to dig down instead of spreading out. 

But as I attempted to work out this 

elaborate fabric, I was filled with 

doubt. Who would read, who would 

understand? Certainly not the mil- 

lions who read my short stories. Was I, 

after all, on the right track? 

There was nothing to do but go 

ahead, with the full realization that 

what seemed so important to me—the 

serious interpretation in fiction of our 

national life—might not gain any 

more readers than my previous books 

had done, while my light and frivo- 
lous creations gained me both money 

and audience. Perhaps by this time I 

had spoiled myself for the high 

achievement I had aimed at for seven- 

teen years. How could I know? 

Hundreds of American writers have 

faced the same dilemma. But when 

it hits you personally, its significance, 

its terrible import becomes apparent 

with all the force of novelty. 

First of all, since the ego always 

comes first, is the blow to one’s seli- 

evaluation. You know, the reviews 

of earlier books tell you, that you 

have something te say worth listening 

to. Yet the failure to win a wide 

audience keeps hammering home a 

different message until you wonder, 

is tripe the only thing I can do well? 

Since it pays, since it satisfies readers 

while serious work does little of the 

one and not so very much of the 

other, why bother? Why not write a 
half dozen stories a year and loaf the 

rest of the time? Why keep trying? 

Why such expenditure of spirit for so 

little return? 

Far more important than the per- 

sonal doubt, however, is the doubt 

and mistrust of a civilization that 

ea , a 

My Current Reading 
“Bedside Reading” would be a 

more accurate designation for the 

reading list contributed to SRL this 

week by Edward Johnson, genera] | 

manager of the Metropolitan Opera | 

Company. We are told that the | 

books listed below are those on | 

Mr. Johnson’s bedside table at the | 

moment: 

PEACE OF MIND, by Joshua Loth 

Liebman (Simon & Schuster) 

OTHER SIDE OF THE RECORD, by | 

Charles O’Connell (Knopf) 

MONA LISA’S MUSTACHE, by®T. H. 
Robsjohn-Gibbings (Knopf) 

SPEAKING FRANKLY, by James F. 

Byrnes (Harper) 

PRINCE OF FOXES, by Samuel Shella- 

barger (Little, Brown) 

THE MONEYMAN, by Thomas B. Cos- 

tain (Doubleday) 

consistently refuses to take an adult 

attitude toward the problems it gen- 

erates—that turns away into a slick 

fairyland of comfort, flippancy, smart 

clothes, and empty heads. 

The humorous stories in the slicks 

are in a superficial sense harmless 

They make fun of the very boy- 

meets-girl formula they follow. Their 

humor says, in effect, “This is all a 

game, and we’re only here to give you 

a chuckle or two. You can forget us 

as soon as you turn the page.” 

UT the serious stories are indeed 

more serious. Read a few slick 

stories and you will enter a world 

millions of Americans must be living 

in. Read them week after week, as th: 

devotees do, and you would probably 

begin to believe the ridiculous postu- 

lates of that world: “Love” is what 

really matters in life, and love is a 

glandular condition leading to pure); 

physical ends or, worse, to spuriously 

sentimental ones. Such love solves al! 

problems; or it is the only problem. A 

young lady’s sole mission in life is t 

catch a healthy male whose econom! 

status is higher than her own. To da 

this she must look like a photogra- 

(Continued on page 48) 
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“Mr. X,” 

The W orld. The controversy between Walter Lippmann and 

commonly thought to be George Kennan, the State Department's ace 

| Russian expert, underlines the influential position held by a top columnist in 

this country. Publication of “Mr X’s” article in Foreign Affairs and in Life 

some time ago was interpreted as a State Department bid for public approval 

of the Truman Doctrine. Mr. Lippmann took up the challenge in the Herald 

Tribune in a series of articles on what is called “the cold war” with Russia, a 

term now popularly used even by the Russians. Currently Mr. Lippmann, just 

ret urned from Europe, has been writing a new series which adds factual ob- 

servation to the theory of his earlier articles. Contrasting points of view maj 

be found in Cord Meyer Jr.’s recent “Peace or Anarchy” and Louis Fischer's 

“Gandhi and Stalin” (reviewed in SRL Nov. 1 and Oct. 4 respectively). 

Atlantic Community Chest 

| THE COLD WAR. By Walter Lipp- 
mann. New York: Harper & Bros. 

1947. 62 pp. $1. 

Reviewed by Foster RHEA DULLES 

HE controversy between Mr. 

Lippmann and “Mr. X” of the 

State Department has aroused such 

interest that the publi- 

cation of the former’s’ syndicated 

articles on Russian-American rela- 

' tions in book form is doubly welcome. 

» Against the background of actual de- 
' velopments in Europe, etching ever 

' more sharply the contours of “The 

| Cold War,” it may not in itself be 

the “important historical event” pro- 

laimed by the enthusiastic publish- 

ers. Nevertheless, recent pronounce- 

ments of foreign policy have veered 

somewhat in the direction pointed by 

Mr. Lippmann and changing circum- 

stances have if anything strengthened 

the cogency of what he has to say. 

The main thesis of his argument is 

that a policy of seeking to contain 

Soviet Russia by building up unas- 

» sailable barriers in the border states, 

extending support to “constantly 

shifting geographical and political 

points corresponding to the shifts and 

maneuvers of Soviet policy,” is noth- 

ing less than “a strategic monstrosity.” 

Realistically accepting the implica- 

tions of today’s tragic reversion to 

power politics, he agrees with Mr. X 

that Russia is amenable only to con- 

trary force, but to try to apply such 

force along the lines projected in 

the Truman Doctrine is, in Mr. Lipp- 

mann’s opinion, wholly impractical. 

It would involve the United States 

in foreign commitments that could 

not be fulfilled, dangerously dissipate 

our strength and weaken our position 

in those vital areas where we should 

be strongest. As all earlier readers 

of Mr. Lippmann will recognize, 
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these criticisms reflect his view that 

in spite of the great power of the 

United States we cannot afford to 

overextend our foreign commitments, 

and should primarily seek to uphold 

our basic security zone in Western 

Europe. The threat of war arising 

out of conflict in Russia’s borderiands, 
he declares, has already weakened 

the natural alliance of what he calls 

the Atlantic Community. 

This attitude leads him to ap- 

prove the Marshall Plan, which he 

sharply distinguishes frorn the Tru- 

man Doctrine, and to uphold the 

United Nations as the proper agency 

to preserve peace once it has been 

concluded. His own specific proposal, 

however, is that the United States 

should above all else seek to reach an 

agreement with Moscow that would 

promptly lead to the evacuation of 

both Russian and Anglo-American 

troops from Germany. Believing that 

the Communist threat in Europe de- 

rives largely from the advance of the 

im 
y 

—Tom Gray in the Chicago Times 

The Anglers. 

Red armies to the Elbe, he is con- 

vinced that only their withdrawal can 

create the conditions necessary for 
international stability. 

Mr. Lippmann does not hold out 

any guarantee that Russia will with- 

draw her troops from Eastern Europe, 

but if she obdurately refuses to reach 

an agreement providing for evacua- 

tion, or having done so then proceeds 

to violate it, the United States would 

at least know exactly where it stood. 

In that event, the proof of Russian 

aggression would be so clear and un- 

debatable, Mr. Lippmann argues, that 
we would have no alternative other 

than to accept the Soviet challenge 

and in so doing would be in a posi- 

tion to bring our’ concentrated 

strength to bear where it would be 

most effective. His basic point, how- 

ever, is that an attempt to come to an 

agreement with Russia by positive 

action holds far greater promise af 

peace than a negative program of con- 

tainment fundamentally unworkable 

Mr. Lippmann is always lucid and 

persuasive. His criticism of the policy 

of containment and the Truman Doc- 

trine appears to me to be entirely 

valid, and certainly we should 

haust every effort in trying to reach 

an agreement with Russia. But his 

own program, which he characterizes 

as simple and necessary, seems some 

how to be over-simple. In stating that 

the decisive problem of our relations 

with the Soviet Union is “whether, 

when, on what conditions the Red 

Army can be prevailed upon to 
evacuate Europe,” he _ tends’ to 

minimize the implications of Russian 

policv in other parts of the world 

notably the Far East. It is well to be 

reminded that the Kremlin is heir to 

the imperialism of Czarist Ru 

well as the exponent of world-wide 

ex- 

communism, and that the power of 

the Red Army rather than _ the 

ideology of Karl Marx is primaril 

responsible for Russian expansion 

today. At the same time, there are 

risks in over-emphasizing the role of 

rivalry with power politics in our 

Russia. The situation in Italy and 

France, where Red armies are not 

immediately at hand as in Eastern 

Europe to sustain national Commun- 

ist Parties that the danze 

of a spreading communism linked to 

Moscow might not entirely 

pear even with the evacuation of 

Russian troops from Europe. 

A further point is that the prompt 

withdrawal of American troops from 

Europe, a necessary corollary of Rus- 

sian withdrawal, interpret 

ed as meaning that the United Stat 

suggests 

disap- 

might be 

was in reality washing its hands of 

the whole business and again re- 

treating into isolation. This is at least 

a danger which perhaps Mr. Lipp 
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mann does not sufficiently take into 

account. A new balance of power 

would be created, but would it neces- 

sarily secure for the United States 

the support of Western Europe? Or 

might not Europe then fall more 

easily into the Russian orbit? 

Mr. Lippmann’s essay, for all its 

brevity, touches on so many facets 

of the problem he discusses that it 

is perhaps hardly fair to single out 

one aspect of Russian-American re- 

lations that he ignores. But in his 

absorption with the balance of power, 

he does not find occasion to bring out 

the importance of what would appear 

to be an essential requisite for any 

enduring peace. That is the need 

for strengthening democracy as a 

dynamic answer to the appeal of com- 

munism to peoples still suffering from 

the devastation of war. Redressing 

the balance of power will avail us 

little in the long run unless we can so 

mecontrovertibly prove the stability 

and strength of our institutions that 

Soviet Russia will realize she has to 

live at peace with us to survive. 

Latin Tug-of-Peace 

BATTLE FOR THE HEMISPHERE. 

By Edward Tomlinson. New York: 

Charles Scribner’s Sons. 1947. 250 

pp. $3.50. 

Reviewed by Rosert OKIN 

S after the last war, we in this 

country have a tendency to push 

Latin America to the background in 

our preoccupation with Europe. Now 

that the fighting is over, the desperate 

search for raw materials slackened, 

the danger of enemy penetration no 

longer pressing, we seem to forget 

how important the South seemed a 

few years ago. 

History, of course, does not repeat 

itself since this war ended on a high 

note of stunning implications. What- 

ever Latin America meant to us in 

the last war it means to us tenfold 

now. The distance is progressively 

smaller, the reliance progressively 

greater, the  inter-relationship—by 

sheer circumstances—woven progres- 

sively tighter. 

What has happened there since 

we turned to the East, where the tug- 

of-peace seems so much more urgent 

and dramatic? Mr. Tomlinson, an old 

Latin-American hand as writer, lec- 

turer, and radio correspondent, sees 

the events in Latin America as a battle 

for the hemisphere, as critical and 

compelling as the battle for Europe. 

The “twin specters of communism and 

extreme Nazi-Fascist nationalism” are 

advancing rapidly and even alarm- 

ingly, he reports. Communism is in- 

12 

creasing in Brazil, Chile, Cuba, and 

Venezuela and at least exists in other 

countries. Its purpose, he says, is to 

gain control over the balance of eco- 

nomic power in Latin America, a 

power which will be used against the 

U. S. and in the interest of the U.S.S.R. 

Mr. Tomlinson does not stop with 

Communists, he also goes on to con- 

sider the dangers from the extreme 

right, a danger which tends to get 

. THEWORL 
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lost in the current attack againg 

communism. As he pointedly writes 

Many of us are repeating the 
mistake that was made after th, 
First World War. In the years im. 
mediately following that conflict 
there was almost universal con. 
cern with Russian communism 
Responsibie resistance to its spread 
was complicated by many who op- 
posed it for purely selfish reason; 
Frustrated politicians . . . military 
men in the defeated countries, . _ 
all kinds of demagogues ed to 
the defense of their people agains: 
the “new menace.” 

Throughout the world, the hue 
and cry over communism became 
so great that most people tended 
to overlook the fact that some of 
the forces which were supposed t 
be battling against it were just 
as dangerous. . . . Today, after the 
close of another great war, we once 
again find communism a =e great 
threat to the Western way of life 

(Continued on page 45) 

Your Literary 1.Q. 
By Howard Collins 

LIFE’S FITFUL FEVER 

A. C. Palmer, of Pomfret Center, Conn., a frequent contributor to this de- 
partment, offers you twenty quotations about Life. Can you match up each 
one with the poet who wrote it? Allowing five points for each correct iden- 
tification, a score of sixty is par, seventy is very good, and eighty or bette: 
is excellent. Answers are on page 28. 

. Lceannot rest from travel: I will drink Life to the lees. ( 1 
2. One crowded hour of glorious life 

Is worth an age without a name. 
3. Nothing in his life 

Became him like the leaving of it. 
4 . Life is a jest, and all things show it; 

) Barbauld 

( ) Bourdillon 

( ) Browning 

I thought so once, but now I know it. ( ) Byron 
5. Yet the light of a whole life dies 

When love is done. ( ) Campbell 
6. Man’s love is of man’s life a thing apart, 

*Tis woman’s whole existence. ( ) Coleridge 
7. Variety’s the very spice of life 

That gives it all its flavour. ( ) Cowper 
8. Life is ever lord of Death 

And love can never lose its own. ( ) Fitzgerald 
9. Constancy lives in realms above; : 

And life is thorny, and youth is vain. ( ) Gay 
10. Thus at the flaming forge of life 

Our fortunes must be wrought. ( ) Gilbert 
11. Life, like a dome of many-colored glass, 

Stains the white radiance of Eternity. ( ) Gray 
12. But there’s nothing half so sweet in life 

As love’s young dream. ( ) Longfellow 
13. Farewell, my own, Light of my life, farewell! 

For crime unknown I go to dungeon cell. ( ) Milton 
14. Comes the blind Fury with the abhorred shears 

And slits the thin-spun life. ( ) Moore 
15. Life! we’ve been long together 

Through pleasant and through cloudy weather. ( ) Pope 
16. Then to the Lip of this poor earthern Urn 

I lean’d, the Secret of my Life to learn. ( ) Scott 
17. For modes of faith let graceless zealots fight; 

His can’t be wrong whose life is in the right. ( ) Shakespear 
18. Along the cool sequestered vale of life 

They kept the noiseless tenor of their way. ( ) Shelley 
19. "Tis the sunset of life gives me mystical lore, 

And coming events cast their shadows before. ( ) Tennyson 
20. The best is yet to be, 

The last of life, for which the first was made. ( ) Whittier 
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Fiction. There is some good solid writing in the fiction reviewed 

telow. All five books have a full-bodied story to tell, from “Red Plush,” a Vie- 

i an family chronicle of Glasgow in the Seventies, to that long short story ~ The 

Darl.” drawn by John Steinbeck from a legendary tale of Mexican pearl fishers. 

: one of these five is written in the experimental, self-conscious, and plotless 

manner Which has been labeled by the London Times as “intellectually fashion- 

‘and boring. “The Pearl” will appear before long in the movies with an 

li-Mexican cast. Marcia Davenport's New York novel and Howard Breslin's 

ly conventional historical novel of backwoods Vermont are both likely 

) -andidates for the screen. Incidentally, it is about time that picture producers 

| assed the buck and took a look at novels from post-war China that are not in 

b he “Good Earth” tradition. Preston Schoyer’s “The Indefinite River,” our 

| -ritic says, combines war, terror, intrigue, love, and a true Oriental atmosphere. 
t , 2 

| RED PLUSH. By Guy McCrone. New 

York: Farrar, Straus & Co. 1947. 

615 pp. $3.50. 

Reviewed by HARRISON SMITH 

T HAS been long since a novel in 

the full-bodied tradition of the 

Victorian three-decker has appeared 

in competition with the more feverish 

and explosive fiction of today, or with 

the artifically glamorous and _ be- 

dizened historical romances,that keep 

' on climbing up the ladder of the best- 

pseller lists. This six-hundred-page, 

leisurely chronicle of the rise of the 

Moorhouse family from an Ayrshire 

farmhouse to Glasgow mansions is 

'as massively constructed as an old 

»church. Though its characters are 

‘Scotch to the core it is inevitably 

reminiscent of the saga of the For- 

Psytes, that series of novels that 
'Galsworthy found it so difficult to 

‘bring to an end, in which nineteenth- 
‘century English family life is em- 

balmed forever. But if “Red Plush” is 

written with something less than Gals- 
worthy’s fluid grace, it has its own 

‘solid virtues. As John Marquand has 

psaid, it is not a costume story or 

Fescapist literature. In his unpreten- 

‘tious manner Guy McCrone has been 

able to paint on his wide canvas 

sall of the details of that comfortably 

overstuffed life of the 1860’s and 1870’s 

when the Industrial Revolution in 

Great Britain was extending its rail- 

oads, building its ugly factories, con- 

structing its vast cities and crowding 

them with aggressive moneymakers 

| 2nd with millions of starving and 
|) wretched slaves of the machine who 
» were condemned to live in the foulest 

slums in all Europe. Not that the 

Moorhouses bothered their heads to 

any extent with the ugly facts of life. 

They were too busy getting on in 
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Victorian Three-Decker 

the world and too concerned with 

hiding the remnants of crude country 

manners and accents behind a thick 

veneer of conventions. 

Brothers and sisters, they had been 

brought up on the frugal and hard life 

of a Scotch farm and had left it for 

the city. They had all of them married 

well, good solid marriages that 

brought money into the bank, that 

helped them establish businesses and 

build opulent houses. Their children 

came tumbling discreetly into the 

world to continue the process of creat- 

ing more wealth and more families. It 

was a time when in spite of an oc- 

casional depression there were no 

doubts that there would ever be an 

end to material progress, or any appre- 

hension of the revolutions and wars 

that were only over the horizon. It is 

satisfying today to read of these opu- 

pees we ae 

—From the book jacket. 

lent and overdressed people so closely 

united by the bonds of family and 

common ambitions, so like each other 

and yet in many ways so different. 

There was Arthur Moorhouse, the 

head of the family, getting rich on 

selling cheese and always ready to 

take on extra burdens. There was 

Bel his wife, charming and the best 

dressed woman of the tribe, who could 

never see that there was anything 

strange in thinking that her children 

should marry for money. Mungo, an- 

other brother, had stayed on the fain 

toiling like a common laborer, but 

endowed with all the alleged rough 

virtues of country people. Surprising- 

ly, Mungo, apparently a permanent 

bachelor, had caught the eye of the 

forty-year-old daughter of an old relic 

of the titled and landed gentry. His 

marriage increased the stock of the 

city Moorhouses, as did the union of 

the youngest brother with the sweet 

but uninspiring daughter of an im- 

mensely wealthy shipowner. While he 

was engaged, David was assaulted by 

the first emotional outbreak in his life; 

he fell wildly in love with a girl he had 

known on the farm who had become a 

famous singer, but prudence and the 

vision of wealth and _ responsibility 

stifled this momentary flame. Another 

Moorhouse sister had married a silent 

and bald alderman so that the family 

had connections with politics, as well 

as business and county aristocracy. 

The only streak of wildness in the 

entire and compact group was dis- 

covered in little Phoebe, a half-sister, 

who was brought from the farm to 

Bel’s house when the old man of the 

tribe was killed with his young High- 

land wife when his horse ran away 

with the carriage. Phoebe had a Celtic 

strain, the slanting eyes and the oc- 

casional rare beauty of the untamed 

mountain girl. The lowlanders of her 

family grew to love her but looked at 

her askance. Inevitably she produced 

the only tragedy any of them suf- 

fered during the course of this long 

chronicle. Phoebe married an equally 

unpredictable young man, an engineer, 

who had suffered the unspeakable 

ignominy of losing his job. He was 

offered a position as manager of a 

small factory in Vienna, and there he 

finally took his lovely Phoebe, whose 

seeming coldness and indifference to 

the world about her was suddenly 

swept away by a storm of passionate 

love and tenderness. The tragedy 

came about through Bel’s insistence 

that Phoebe should have her baby at 

home in Scotiand. None of the Moor- 

houses could believe that so frivolous 

and heathen a place as Vienna could 

possibly produce doctors able safely 

to deliver a child. On the long and 

stormy voyage to Glasgow she 

came seriously ill, and her baby wa 

be- 
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—From “The Pearl.” 

born dead in an Edinburgh hospital. 

Furthermore, she was told that she 

could not’ have another child. Her 

husband back in Vienna, suffering 

and lonely, succumbed one night to 

the childish charms of the lightheart- 

ed daughter of his landlady. Naturally, 

when his wife returned to him, his 

native honesty compelled him to con- 

fess. After that, they slept apart and 

would have separated if the Viennese 

girl had not presented a son to her 

one-night lover. When she died in a 

dramatic and horrible fire at the opera 

where she was singing in the chorus, 

Phoebe took the baby and her de- 

jected husband to her heart. 

In this long narrative the story flows 

along like the current of a wide river, 

carrying the reader with it through 

tranquil scenes in the Scotch country- 

side, past Highland glens, through 

teeming and bustling Glasgow and 

past luxuriant and opera-bouffe Vi- 

enna, the gay and beautiful capital of 

the Empire that old Franz Joseph had 

built out of so many elements. It is 

strange to find that the author is able 

to create a sparkling reality out of 

the half-Oriental splendor of Vienna, 

so alien to the ugly primness and 

crudity of Glasgow. He is equally at 

home in the charming dwelling of 2 

Viennese aristocrat, a farmhouse in 

Ayrshire, or the mansion of a cheese 

merchant in Glasgow. His characters 

are four-square, believable, and there 

is enough quiet humor to enliven his 

chapters. The reader becomes ab- 

sorbed in them, slowly drawn into the 

warmth of the atmosphere he has 

created. “Red Plush” is a book to 

dream over the long hours, for you 

cannot rush through it. It is a sedative 

that calms the mind and that lets you 

forget the ominous headlines of our 

own feverish and anxious decade. 

my range.” 

THE AUTHOR: Guy McCrone is undiluted Scots : = : 

and is to the heather bred, even if, September i » FO ines 

13, 1898, he was born “ by chance” in Birken- f |} } a 
head, Cheshire, England. “My mother’s fam- 

ily,” he says, “were good, talentless people.” + 

His father, a successful engineering chemist, if — : 

provided his son with a carefree youth in f°" 

Ayreshire and a good education at Cambridge, soe 

where, destined for business, he took “a dis- : = 

tinctionless degree in economics.” Semi-blind- j 

ed by a childhood accident, he zealously 7) > 
scrubbed floors and sold cigarettes to English 

troops in a Normandy YMCA during World War I. A three months’ in- 

terlude with the Indian YMCA in Paris allowed him a whirl of opera 

and theatre, but required so many dutiful convoys to the Folies Bergéres 

he became permanently immunized against French music halls. He 

also took singing lessons, and after the war—advised that he had the 

voice and temperament for opera—finally succeeded in exhausting his 

father’s objections to a music career. Unfortunately, the victory boomer- 

anged, and he collapsed after two months’ study. His love for melodic 

art has subsequently been nourished by marriage into a musical family 

sired by a famous engineer who revolutionized sanitary fitments. In 

1935, he played Aeneas in the only English performance of Berlioz’s 

“The Trojans,” given at the Glasgow Theatre Royal. After reading his 

love letters Mrs. McCrone insisted that he write. Michael Sadleir tore 
his first novel, “The Striped Umbrella,” to pieces. He rewrote the book, 

had it accepted. Later Mr. Sadleir encouraged him to complement “Anti- 

macassar City” with the two books that now make up the triology “Wax 

Fruit”—here titled “Red Plush.” He’s written five novels, English dia- 

logue for French and German plays, had two plays produced, and trans- 

lated opera. “I grew up happily and have married happily,” says Mr. 

McCrone. “If I wrote bitterly and sharply, I should be writing outside 

R. G. 
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Fable Retold 

THE PEARL. By John Steinbes 

With drawings by José Clen 

Orozco. New York: The 

Press. 1947. 122 pp. $2. 

Reviewed by MAXWELL GEIsmap 

HIS is an old Mexican folk tz); 

which John Steinbeck has 

in his familiar paisano vein. It 

inally appeared in The Wome 

Home Companion under the title » 

“The Pearl of the World” and »n 

with five full-page original drawing 

by Orozco, it forms a modest and 

tractive little volume. But it 

raises some sericus questions 

almost all Steinbeck’s recent 

and his work as a whole. 

The story deals with a Mexics i 
fisherman named Kino who is devote 

to his wife, Juana, and his 

Coyotito. The child is bitten 

scorpion and the white doctor ref ses 

to treat it. Kino discovers a 

pearl, the greatest pearl in the worl 

according to his Mexican neigh 

The doctor tries to steal it, the 

merchants (also white) try to 

him out of it, and Kino is forced, ir 
what is apparently an inevitable se. 

quence of tragic consequences, t 

from his village and to murder t 

“trackers” who come after him 

the end:-he has lost his hom: 

child, and his happiness, and he flin 

the pearl back into the sea. 

“If this story is a parable,” Stein- 

beck says, “perhaps everyone t 

his own meaning from it and re: 

his own life into it,” and indeed, 

most of Steinbeck’s allegories, t 
are several meanings implicit : 

“The Pearl,” not all of which, perhar 

are what the author consciously 

tended. 

The writing is very good, as 

the descriptions of village life a 

Mexican types, and the Gulf s 
itself: the land, the climate, even th: 

various hours of the day. There is les 

of Steinbeck’s romantic whimsic 

too, although one still could do witho. 

quite so many of his Mexican “song: 

And what one notices again is 
much more interested Steinbeck 

ly is in the natural scene, and ! 

animal life, than in the peopl: 

the human emotions of his narrati' 

ent 

= © @ 

It is not particularly important th: 

the “whites” of his primitive tales 

always complete villains. “As with 

retold tales,’ Steinbeck also tell 

“there are only good and bad thing 

and black and white things. . 

no in-between anywhere.” But 

quality that has marked Steinb 

work as a whole is precisely the sens 

of black and white things, and 

in | 
Wh 
of 1 
equ 
tion 
ple: 
of r 

and bad things—that is to say, 1! 
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ense of a fabulist or a propagandist 

ather than the insight of an artist. 

foreover, we have now come to un- 

nerstand that even primitive souls 
Lc highly complicated—it is probably 

arder for a modern writer to un- 

‘erstand them than to understand a 

San of his own time and place. The 

Mioctor of “The Pearl” speaks to all 
..¢ Kino’s race “as though they were 

Simple animals.” But the doctor’s 

nain fault is that he apparently con- 

Iiders all Mexican Indians bad, while 

cteinbeck ‘considers all Mexican In- 

Bdians good. 
In the climax of this fable, too, it 

&; interesting to notice that Steinbeck 

escribes his native fisherman as “a 

Merrible machine”—in Kino’s moment 

f anger he becomes “as cold and 

deadly as steel.” One has only to 

ompare Steinbeck’s primitive types 

with those of D. H. Lawrence, say, or 
Shis studies of peasant character with 

hose of the Italian writer Silone, to 

Mrealize his limits. Of all the ranking 

modern writers who have gone back 

o primitive material as a_ protest 

against and a solace for contemporary 
ociety, Steinbeck is, as a matter of 

fact, the least well-endowed; what 

ye usually does is to ascribe a peculiar 
ort of suburban American romanti- 

ism to these native types. “Go with 

od,” Juana says to her husband as 

he prepares to murder the trackers, 

but one wonders just which God 

Kino is supposed to go with. 

The most important point in Stein- 

beck’s earlier career was the change, 

around 1935, from such pagan ex- 

ursions as “To a God Unknown” or 

‘Tortilla Flat” to the novels of so- 

ial criticism, “In Dubious Battle” 

and “The Grapes of Wrath.” It is in- 

eresting to speculate on the reasons 

yfhy Steinbeck has now returned to 

this earlier and less satisfactory vein 

f his work. And, without stressing 

whe fact that our national history did 

ot end with the Second World War, 

ne would like to remind this gifted 
znd volatile American novelist that 
is recent works do mark a sort of 

reversionary tendency in his career. 
‘One might say that the artist, too, 
ust discover and cherish his own 
pearl—he cannot reject it for a state 
bf false innocence. 

pre 

SOLUTION oF Last WEEK’s 

Douste-Crostic (No. 712) 

COMMAGER: 
AMERICA IN PERSPECTIVE 

_ All mankind was .. . interested 
in the American experiment... . 
What would be the consequences 
of political democracy, . . . social 
equality, .. . universal free educa- 
tion, . . . the intermixture of peo- 
ples and races, of new standards 
of material well-being? 
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Looking-Glass World 

EAST SIDE, WEST SIDE. By Marcia 

Davenport. New York: Charles 

Scribner’s Sons. 1947. 376 pp. $3. 

Reviewed by GerorGE DANGERFIELD 

ARCIA DAVENPORT’S Jessie 

Bourne is a charming woman 

who cannot reconcile herself to the 

way in which she spends her time. 

Her acquaintances seem, with very 

few exceptions, to be dedicated to 

material success in its grossest or its 

vainest forms. Many are prominent 

in New York, some are famous, all 

are wealthy. To an outsider, the life 

of this shapeless and acquisitive so- 

ciety might seem enviable enough: to 

Jessie it is often an empty and often 

a graceless affair. Often, but not al- 

ways. She has a sentimental vearning 

towards those unfashionable New 

Yorkers who live between “the ele- 

gances of the East River apartment 

houses and the old boundary of the 

rich and the privileged at Lexington 

Avenue”: but no sooner has she in- 

dulged this emotion than she turns 

towards her “cool, delicately remote 

home, whose quiet and privacy and 

beauty mocked the very emotions that 

had brought her out. . . to wander 

through the hard world of her neigh- 

bors.” 

For Jessie Bourne is, unwillingly 

perhaps, of the very essence of the 

society which so disquiets her. As we 

follow her through a busy and rather 

violent week, in which she discards 

a husband, compounds a homicide, and 

finds a lover, we are apt to think of 

her less and less as a woman and more 

and more as a catalogue of posses- 

sions. Her house and its furniture, 

her cook, her waitress, her maid, her 

cat, her clothes, her habits—all are of 

Peggy Bacon Rival Ragmen,” by —“The 

the very finest quality. “Of them- 

selves,” she thinks, “these habits were 

all perfectly graceful, perfectly legit- 

imate; people who existed oblivious 

of them were unpleasant and unat- 

tractive to know.” She is, indeed, a 

luxurious object, and one finds it hard 

to resist the conclusion that if one 

took these material luxuries away 

there would be very little of her left. 

At the beginning of the novel, Marcia 

Davenport seems to have intended us 

to reach precisely this conclusion; but 

as she develops her story she neglects 

to offer us those clues which such an 

ironical purpose should provide if it 

is to make itself known. To sympa- 

thize with Jessie Bourne is one thing 

—hers is a most intelligible dilemma: 

to admire her, as Marcia Davenport 

seems unaffectedly to admire her, is 

quite another. If there was an ironical 

purpose, it was soon discarded; and 

from this one might fairly argue that 

the creature’s dilemma is shared by 

the creator. 

Jessie, indeed, is an example of that 

condition of odi et amo which might 

well be visited upon a_ sensitive 

woman who chooses to live in what 

Virginia Woolf once called “a looking- 

glass world,” a world in which “the 

prizes are all reflections.” Jessie 

Bourne despises the looking-glass; 

she loves the reflections. At a party 

which she finds intolerable she is able 

to tell herself that she and her com- 

panion make “a pleasant and decora- 

tive sight, just the sort of attractive 

and amusing accessory to such a party 

that hostesses hope to assemble.” Her 

thoughts are a perpetual battleground 

between complacency and compunc- 

tion. When she enters a famous res- 

taurant, and is conducted upstairs by 

the proprietor, she is obliged to re- 

mind herself that “no matter how 

(Continued on page 40) 
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Personal History. W. E. Woodward now adds a 

book of his own to the growing list of autobiographies—Henry Canby’s “A meri- 

can Memoir,” Burton Rascoe’s “We Were Interrupted,” George Middleton's 

‘These Things Are Mine”’—which have been filling in useful background on 

fifty years of American intellectual life. . . . We have long been fascinated by 

the split personality of Ruth McKenney. Strongly enough, she has been both 

an editor of New Masses and a New Yorker writer. Whimsical sketches from 

the latter magazine made up her smash hit as book and play, ‘My Sister Eileen.” 

Yet she insists, “I only wrote the funny stories to make a living. . .. J] have 

very little sense of humor, and suffer a good deal while writing what is supposed 

to be funny. I have published one book which I like, called ‘Industrial Valley’.” 

No Self-Debunker 

THE GIFT OF LIFE. By W. E. Wood- 

ward. New York: E. P. Dutton & 

Co. 1947. 422 pp. $4.75. 

Reviewed by HARRISON SMITH 

T IS difficult to conceive of any 

other country but this in which a 

man could have had as many and suc- 

cessful careers as William Woodward. 

He has been a first-rate copy reader, 

an editor of subscription books, a 

newspaperman, the owner of a syn- 

dicate, a successful banker, and finally 

novelist, biographer, and _ historian. 

Now in his early seventies, he has 

written his autobiography with the 

obvious enjoyment with which a man 

might be expected to look back on a 

career that emerged from a youth in 

a factory-owned cottage in a Southern 

mill town. “The Gift of Life” is in 

many ways a typical American suc- 

cess story. Without any outstanding 

talent to begin with young Woodward 

pulled himself up by his bootstraps. 

He would have been successful in any 

profession or enterprise which inter- 

ested him long enough, or Which gave 

opportunities to an alert mind and in- 

dustrious habits. The kind of luck 

which seems to have boosted many 

a man upstairs into the front parlor 

is almost entirely lacking from his 

story, except the good fortune to meet 

and have the sense to marry a wife 

who was clever, intelligent, and help- 

ful to him through the long years. 

In fact, he missed seizing luck by the 

forelock several times, by leaving a 

job when he should have stayed or by 

becoming bored at the wrong time. 

Once, for example, he was offered a 

job to write advertising copy for the 

young Coca Cola Company, then es- 

tablished in a dismal house in Atlanta, 

where the dark pacifier was mixed 

and stirred by hand. His salary was 

to be part stock and part cash, and 

Woodward turned it down and with 

16 

it, doubtless, the chance to be a 

millionaire. Later, he attracted the at- 

tention of and was hired by Hearst, 

Coleman Dupont, the founder of the 

Morris Plan Banks, and other impos- 

ing men, who in every case were look- 

ing for a young man of his proved 

qualities and capabilities. He was hired 

because he was making good, and he 

succeeded because he had the quali-- 

ties that create success and the in- 

stinctive flair for saying the right 

thing at the right time. 

There was a sharp and sardonic 

streak underlying his apparent good 

nature that led him to his novel, 

“Bunk,” in 1923. He brought the word 

debunk into common use. Mr. Wood- 

ward claims to have suffered from it 

ever since, for he has been accused, 

with some justice, of debunking 

George Washington, Thomas Paine, 

and the country itself. But concerning 

the hero of his latest book he is de- 

cidedly eupeptic, as the title of this 

autobiography proves. He likes Wil- 

liam Woodward and is intelli 

proud of him. He likes being 

and living in the memories he ! 

“I love everything about lif 

writes in his preface, “about 

people I meet and to whom I liste, 

... I like nice fresh clothes, ar 

glow of sunshine, and the pu 

automobiles, and the lovely girls wit: 

the bright eyes and delicate perfum, 

Even his misfortunes, which 

rare enough, seem pleasant : 

tures into error as he contemplate 

them. He has the kind of philoso; 

of life you might expect such a ; 

to gather about him. He believes 

neither heaven nor hell, but he is s 

of the endurance of the soul of map 

that death is a gateway to anothe 
life, and that the soul may inhab; 

many bodies. There is nothing new ip 

so well ordered a scheme for eternit) 

and it is a comfortable credo for an; 
man to hold in his later life. 

sior! Onward and Upward!” might 

his motto, and there should be on hi 

shield the stalwart figure of a ma 

looking comfortably upward 

space. There are two sides to his na- 

he is both extrover ture, he feels: 

and introvert but rarely at the sam 

time. It is perhaps the introvert, irri- 

tated now and then at being wrappei 

in the warm and comfortable mant} 

of the extrovert, that led him to writ 

“Bunk” and later to debunk, in spit 

of what he may say to the contrar; 

the Father of Our Country, who seem: 

to be almost as unknowable as h 

claims God himself to be. In the mind: 

of a great many readers of “Georg 

Washington, the Image and the Mar 

he has left the impression of a dul 

man with wooden teeth, always fav- 

ored by luck, and grimly determined 

to be successful in whatever he at- 

tempted. He is now on record as hay- 

ing a more comfortable conception of 

William E. Woodward. 
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PERSONAL HISTORY 

Robert Lansing, or 

Josef, or Alexander Kerensky, or 

Venustiano Carranza) it is necessary 

to explain that Mr. Creel, during the 

Forgotton War, served as chairman 

of the Committee on Public Informa- 

tion. The other members of the com- 

mittee were the Secretaries of State, 

War, and the Navy, and as they were 

reasonably busy about their own con- 

cerns, Mr. Creel had a pretty free 

hand.. The CPI embraced activities 

which, in the Second World War, 

were divided among the Office of War 

Information (itself the legatee of the 

Office of Government Reports, the 

Office of the Codrdinator of Informa- 

tion, and the Office of Facts and Fig- 

ures), the Office of International In- 

formation and Cultural Affairs (with 

: eppery Grandsire Emperor Franz 

: “HE LOUD RED PATRICK. By Ruth 

9} McKenney. New York: Harcourt, 
tthe) Brace & Co. 1947. 161 pp. $2.50. 

ne «.[E) Reviewed by PaMELa TayYLor 

HE McKenny tendency to become 

involved in hilarious adventures, 

z recounted in “My Sister Eileen,” 

Jappears to have been inherited direct- 
‘aven- Bi) from Grandfather Flannigan, to 

plates whom this book is a warm and loving 

m tribute. 

Man He was an Irish immigrant; not the 

‘ F sentimental, slightly alcoholic one who 
>is a familiar figure of fun in this coun- 
itry; he loathed all our shoddy, fake- 

Tirish clichés — the clay pipes, the 
‘souvenir shamrocks—and he _ also 

1eW in Be loathed Tammany Hall, politicians, —Eric Schall. accretions from the Office of Strategic 
ernity i Irish comedians, policemen, under- “Ruth McKenney’s tendency wo fie Services), and the Office of Censor- 

r any B¥takers, and pretentiousness. He was come involved in hilarious adven- ‘Ship. Mr. Creel’s summary of the 
Excel- #} on Irish patriot, and always ready to tures appears to have been inherited.” work of the CPI—in fact, most of his 

ght Bsay so. First World War story—is good pri- 

on h “The Loud Red Patrick” (so called mary source material. He defends, 
Loud Red Patrick” would be to spoil 

Flannigan sons, all of whom had been 

‘christened Patrick, at the insistence 
' of their father, in one mass ceremony) 
gis certainly the most uninhibited of 

| the colorful ancestors who have been 
chronicled recently in such numbers. 

3 

jt distinguish him from the other six 

4 

a great deal of its fun, for one of 
Grandfather Flannigan’s distinguish- 

ing characteristics was his unexpected- 

ness. In a world sparsely furnished 

with laughter, like ours today, you 

really can’t afford to miss him. 

with competence, Secretary Josephus 

Daniels’s abolition of the officers’ 

wine-mess in the Navy; he comments 

cogently on Senator Henry Cabot 

Lodge and Colonel Theodore Roose- 

velt. Lodge, he aptly says, “was lifted 

from mediocrity to evil power, and 

‘Indeed colorful seems a rather pallid enabled to translate his personal 

write BF) adjective to apply to him. He was ° hatreds into national policies.” Dis- 

| Spite Fone of those people about whom VIP 7n CPI cussing the pernicious National Se- 

trary. I it is fascinating and side-splittingly curity League and American Defense 
seems f§ funny to read, but who was unques- REBEL AT LARGE: Recollections of Society, he uses words of searching 
as he} tionably an excruciating father to Fifty Crowded Years. By George and profound accuracy: 
minds ff) have. When one considers how hide- Creel. New York: G. P. Putnam’s They worked, of course, in fertile 
‘eorge & ously embarrassing most children find Sons. 1947. 384 pp. $3.75. ground, for there is a simplicity 
Man,’ — even humdrum parents, it is ‘almost about hate that — a a 

» eG : ; . : Revi } to a certain type of mind. It makes 
a dull impossible to imagine what a father eee Op Ure. We no demand on the mental processes, 
3 fav- j like ‘The Loud Red Patrick must HIS is the autobiography of a it does not require reading, esti- 

mined & have meant to his six pretty daugh- mate, or analysis, and by reason of 
‘ters. His granddaughter admits that mee whe canmhed: the giemage se its removal of doubt gives an effect 

le al- 

vhe was a “staggering handicap” to 

‘their efforts to get themselves mar- 
ried off. 

| Married they finally were however; 

some of the timorous suitors fell by 

| the wayside, but the more hardy ones 

persevered, for the Flannigan girls 

_ were very pretty. One of these cour- 

| ageous ones was Ruth McKenney’s 

' father, who survived being involved 

' in some of Grandfather’s more spec- 

| tacular exploits. From the safe dis- 

tance of the second generation, Ruth 

| McKenney and her sister Eileen, who 

on occasion went back to live at the 
. Flannigan house, observed their 
' grandfather with fascinated attention. 

A man with a strong sense of theatre, 

he provided drama, had the most 
wonderful stories, and being great- 

_ hearted as well as full of charm, was 
beloved by his granddaughters as 

| well, indeed, as by most of the people 
; with whom he came in contact. 

To enumerate and thus hint at the 
various episodes included in “The 
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his career in the Forgotten War—the 

one which ended on November 11, 

1918, with what was called, in un- 

conscious but accurate prophecy, the 

Armistice. No one has fewer illu- 

sions about that forgottenness than 

Mr. Creel himself. Early in 1942 he 

went to Washington to offer his serv- 

ices to his government. 

I trudged from office to office, 
patiently recalling the part I had 
played in World War I. The young 
men to whom I talked, many of 
them looking as if they had just 
come from commencement exer- 
cises, were very courteous, but 
seemed to have difficulty in differ- 
entiating between the 1917 conflict 
and the Punic Wars. 

Mr. Creel’s choice of analogy for his 

legitimate hyperbole is not altogether 

happy—there were three Punic Wars. 

For the benefit of young men and 

young women who may never have 

heard of George Creel (or of General 

Peyton C. March, or Colonel Edward 

M. House, or Newton D. Baker, or 

of decision, a sense of well-being. 

His claim to being the “original 

Woodrow Wilson man” is document- 

able: “As early as 1905 I boomed him 

in The Independent [of Kansas City] 

for the Presidency.” 
Kansas City, Denver, Washington, 

Paris loom large in these memoirs 

(there is not enough about New 

York). Here are Judge Ben Lindsey, 

the Pendergasts, Tammen and Bon- 

fils, Harding, Coclidge, F.D.R., Tru- 

man. Creel’s account of Truman’s po- 

litical background is searching and 

detailed. They were born and reared 

in the same Missouri county; to each, 

Kansas City was his first big town 

Mr. Creel was eye-witness to much 

of the vast excitement of the first 

half of the twentieth century—an era 

that took America, in spite of herself, 

out into the world. Historians of that 

era (no one will envy them their 

job) will regard him as a competent 

reporter who has written a_ useful 

book. 
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The Next Step 

IRWIN EDMAN 

Paul, “to appoint a committee on 

Un-New Yorkish activities.” 

Paul is a perfect watch-dog of the 

pu’ lic good. 

“Un-New Yorkish?” I said. “Un- 

American is vague enough, but Un- 

New Yorkish—what on earth is that?” 

“That’s the trouble,” said Paul, 

“people see this sort of thing. going 

on right under their noses and they 

haven’t the slightest idea. I’ve met 

subversive anti-New Yorkers in your 

own apartment and you’ve been ut- 

terly blind. Even introduced me to 

some of them as kindred spirits. Of 

course, most people guilty of Un-New 

Yorkish activities were born else- 

where, or are the sons of people born 

elsewhere, but sometimes the worst 

traitors are bona fide native New 

Yorkers who have been ‘corrupted. 

There has been a growing subtle 

propaganda against our established 

and traditional New York way of life. 

It’s got into books, into the movies, 

into the newspapers. It’s high time 

there was an inquiry! The subversive 

elements ought to be removed from 

our colleges, our schools, the city serv- 

ices. There are even said to be guards 

on the subways, mind you, who do 

all they can to persuade passengers 

that life in New York is not worth 

living, and to make things as un- 

comfortable as possible for those who 

seem to be happy going to their work. 

It’s later than you think, An inquiry 

must be started at once.” 

“With subpoenas and all,” I said. 

“Oh, yes, the whole hog,” he said; 

“millionaires and movie stars and 

press agents and all. This thing is 

serious.” 

“Can you give me an example or 

two?”’I asked. “I have a feeling 

you're being a little hysterical.” 

“Oh, am I!”. Paul replied bitterly. 

“That’s the trouble with you liberals. 

You’re always tolerant until it’s too 

late. The whole of our time-honored 

customs and ways of life will be 

eaten into long before you and the 

other respectable elements in this 

town are aware of it. Take the movies. 

There is that famous film, ‘The Lost 

Weekend’ representing a drunk right 

on the streets of New York. There’s 

‘The Kiss of Death’ in which New 

York is made the setting for a lot of 

killers and stool pigeons and gangsters. 

It’s become standard practice lately 

to place every tough-guy picture on 

location in New York. And things 

have got worse than that. Have you 

ie AM ASKING the Mayor,” said 
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seen ‘Miracle on Thirty-Fourth 

Street’? Remember the old gentle- 

man, obviously a New Yorker, who is 

shown as being a silly old sentimen- 

talist who believes he is Santa Claus? 

And before the film is over, practically 

all New York children, and adults, 

too, believe in him. And in that pic- 

ture did You notice the subtle attack 

on Macy’s, one of the foundations of 

our New York life? There’s a dirty 

crack or two at Gimbel’s, too. Next 

thing you know there will be assaults 

on the automats, and the subways. 

Think of what people in Kansas will 

think of us! 

“Those things are obvious enough,” 

Paul continued. “Even you must have 

noticed them. But there are less ob- 

vious evidences. I wonder if you have 

noticed how often you see suggestions 

in magazines and on the radio and in 

books that life is not worth living in 

New York, sly questionings of the 

basic verities of existence in our 

town.” 

“As for 

dubious. 

“Well, there are the novels. that tell 

of people in the very prime of life, 

even people with a cooperative apart- 

ment of their own and in the east 

Seventies, giving up everything and 

going off to the Maine woods or to 

Southern California, or even to some 

small town in upper New York State 

where perhaps they had grown up. The 

writer always quietly intimates that 

the move, any such move, is an im- 
provement, and that life anywhere, in 

instance?” I said, still 

Ogdensburg, say, or Watertown 

ter than life in New York City 

“But,” I interrupted, “there a: 

and lots of novels about the ex 

ment and glamor of life in New Y 

I wouldn’t take too seriously 

few escape books that talk about 

ting away from it all.” 

“Oh, I wouldn't,” said Paul, “if 

weren’t a good many other sym; 

too. For instance, even people 

to celebrate the so-called advantag 

of New York are, for reasons of t! 

own, calling into question these \ 

advantages. Everyone knows , 

New York is the center of the theatr, 

world, and the theatre is one of 

great civic arts, has been from th; 

Greeks down. Pericles boasted of th: 
entertainments of Athens as ons 

the great achievements of civilization 

among the things for whose preser- 

vation it was proper to die. Is ¢ 

the way our dramatic critics are writ- 

ing these days? Just look what the, 

are saying about most of the play: 

that are produced, some of them cost- 

ing thousands of dollars and emp! 

no difference to these ‘critics.’ The 

would as leave have all the theatr 

dark, or have none at all. They secret- 

ly would like to see New York with- 

out any theatres, as in the town: 

where they were born. Inwardly they 

hate New York and all its ways, in- 

cluding the theatre. They are grad- 

ually persuading even born New 

Yorkers that it’s no longer necessar) 

to see a play the first night or th 

first week, or at all. Besides, in othe: 

columns of the paper you will se 

skeptical pieces about night clubs, and 

I saw only recently in two well- 

known magazines attacks on both t 

typical New York cocktail party and 

the dinner party as well.” 

“Well, that’s going pretty far, | 

must say,” I said, turning pale. “After 

all, without the cocktail party an 

the dinner party the very basis of New 

York life would be destroyed.” 

Paul looked happier at this firs: 

sign of my being impressed. “Oh 

but they go further than that,” 

said. “There are whisperings going 

on that New York is not a good plac 

in which to bring up children, that 

there is not enough space for them t 

play, and that there are not enough 

or good enough schools for them to g 

to. And I’ve seen suggestions that 
New York is not a good place f 

young men to come to for a career 

either. One evening newspaper wel! 

known for its powerful crusades }s 

about to revive Horace Greeley’s ad- 

vice to young men to go West. | 

going to give prizes to young men 

who do go West.” 

“What’s the idea of all this sniping’ 

(Continued on page 29) 
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A re. It is a commonplace to say that we are in a period of reaction. De- 
A 

tned by the dictionary, reaction means ‘‘a tendency to return to a former state 

{ things,” an understandable tendency which may nevertheless lead easily into 

extremes. And it is by no means confined to excessive red-baiting. We are in a 

seriod of reaction now in the art world. Last year, for instance, the State De- 

sartment's traveling exhibition of modern art was doomed by a hostile Congress, 

although it had been asked for by many European countries. 

Secrets in the Fur-Lined Museum 

MONA LISA’S MUSTACHE: A Dis- 

section of Modern Art. By T. H. 

Robsjohn-Gibbings. New York: Al- 

fred A. Knopf. 1947. 265 pp. $3. 

Reviewed by RicHARD McLAUGHLIN 

H. ROBSJOHN-GIBBINGS would 

- have us believe that there is too 

much secrecy going on over at the 

“Fur-Lined Museum,” christened by 

art critic Emily Genauer, on West 

Not only that, but 

he feels that modern artists have de- 

veloped over.the*years an unhealthy 

= preoccupation with magic and the 

' mysteries of the occult. More than a 

) little piqued because he cannot un- 

| derstand what some of these modern 

) painters are driving at, Mr. Robsjohn- 

Ce ae ee ae 

Gibbings rashly concludes that mod- 

ern art is “completely disconnected 

from the main stream of twentieth- 

century creative thought.” Hasn’t he 

heard that this is the age of psycho- 
analysis? No, it seems our confused 

author is firmly convinced that “at- 

tic-explorers” of tomorrow will look 

' upon the art we treasure today as 

' “an attempt to reverse scientific prog- 

' ress and rational thought.” 

on 5 
Viewing the overall history of mod- 

' ern art as a conspiracy brewed in a 

_ witches’ cauldron, and modern artists 
| as charlatans, witch doctors, and Hit- 

lers, Mr. Robsjohn-Gibbings reveals 

that this time he has taken on too 

' big an assignment. He was more or 
' less at home writing about antiques 

in “Goodbye, Mr. Chippendale.” Not 

only could he afford to be flippant, but 

his knowledge and experience as a 

successful interior decorator served 

him to good purpose. He was not 

unprepared’ in case any real antique 

lovers or collectors called him to task. 

The situation is the reverse now. Mr. 

Robsjohn-Gibbings displays neither a 

deep nor a fine appreciation of paint- 

ing; not, anyway, in the sense- Leo 

Stein spoke of appreciation. And lift- 

ing passages, with an eye for the sen- 

sational and the provocative, from the 

works of artists, their critics, and 

devotees, is all right if he does not 
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particularly wish to be taken seriously. 

But was there ever a more serious 

pamphleteer against the “higher- 

browed” rackets than Mr. Robsjohn- 

Gibbings? 

Exploring the occult, the shady in- 

fluences of Madame Blavatsky, the 

“secret brotherhoods” which began 

with Dante Gabriel Rossetti, called 

“the Svengali of the Pre-Raphaelites” 

by our somewhat hysterical author; 

attacking the different schools of 

painting, cubism, surrealism, futurism, 

their exponents, Gauguin, Picasso, 

Klee, Chirico, Kandinsky, Marinetti, 

Dali, etc., Robsjohn-Gibbings leaves 

no doubt in our minds that modern 

canvases are his pet horror. That he 

should not keep this phobia to him- 

self but choose to share it with’ the 

reading public is certainly no cause 

for rejoicing. There is an unbecoming 

coyness in such writing that refers 

to Rossetti as “a bearded lady of 

Shalott working feverishly night and 

day at his loom,” or which suggests 

that Gertrude Stein’s experiments in 

prose were nothing but literary stam- 

merings “which have reached their 

ultimate conclusion in bobby-soxers 

lustily singing ‘Mairsie Doats,’ and 

Danny Kaye giving out with ‘Git Gat 

Gittle’.” It occurs to us that while 

Mr. Robsjohn-Gibbings was busy 

labeling modern artists as magicians 

and conjurers, he has at the same time 

not pulled off a bad job of conjuring 

himself. 

Then, too, there is the question of 

Mr. Robsjohn-Gibbings’s source ma- 

terial. For fear, perhaps, of coming 

upon evidence which might conflict 
with his own preconceived theories, 

for example, on the Pre-Raphaelites 

being a cult of power-seekers, he 

turns to William Gaunt’s “The Pre- 

Raphaelite Tragedy” instead of, say, 

to “Poor Splendid Wings” by Francis 

Winwar. Although Mr. Robsjohn- 

Gibbings would have us remember 

them for their scheme to establish a 

medieyal heaven on earth, or trying 

to set up a dictatorship by the elite 

of the artists, many of us can overlook 

the esthetic posturings of the Pre- 

Raphaelites and recognize them as the 

only rebels outside of the surrealists 

to go openly, defiantly against the 

current of their times, opposing the 

industrial system and mechanized liv- 

ing all the way. 

It may, or it may not, have dawned 

on Mr. Robsjohn-Gibbings, so bent on 

proving to us that present-day art is 

nothing short of necromancy, that the 

word “magic” appears at least three 

or four times on nearly every page 

in his book. Who is trying to mes- 

merize whom? 

nina 

niniiaiial 

Ste\ nit2 

“He hadta .. . they didn’t have DDT in those days.” 
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Out of the Doldrums 
[ ores to wait for the lau- 

rels of its hundredth birthday, 

and following the editorial dic- 

tum of Ellery, Sedgwick, “Don’t wait 

for eternity; print it now!,” The At- 

lantic Monthly has this month brought 

out*its 90th Anniversary issue. In No- 

vember 1857, a genteel little publica- 

tion with 128 pages of fine print came 

out of Boston. There you could find 

James Russell Lowell, its editor; Har- 

riet Beecher Stowe; John Lothrop 

Motley; the god-like Longfellow; Em- 

erson, with four poems; Oliver Wen- 

dell Holmes, with “The Autocrat of the 

Breakfast Table”; all of them cele- 

brated and representing with others 

the apex, the flowering of New Eng- 

land literature. To read it you would 

think that serene and lofty thought, 

cultured and philosophical minds, 

poetry and literature were to lead 

civilization to the gently socialist 

utopias of which men were dreaming. 

There was no evidence there that 

the Civil War was around the corner, 

that depressions, revolutions, and two 

world wars lay in the womb of time. 

There was no evidence of the crudity 

and passionate vitality of American 

life, flooding westward, filling the 

world with a new kind of clamor; no 

evidence that ninety years later The 

Atlantic would publish an article on 

the atomic bomb by a new kind of 

physicist, Einstein, gravely apprehen- 

sive of a third world war, or that 

George Bernard Shaw, a year-old 

baby when the magazine was launched, 

would discuss an aspect of the 

kind of socialism that now rules an 

England shorn of its Oriental colo- 

nies. However great were its found- 

ers and its early contributors, they 

were walled off from the rushing tides 

of mankind, the fevers of money-mak- 

20 

ing, the lusts for power, the cruder 

passions. Their own passions were 

intellectual; they were concerned with 

justice and truth, freedom and culture, 

in an exalted and limited sense. 

Even the publishers who brought 

out The Atlantic and paid Lowell 

fifty dollars a week for editing it 

were not aware that the enterprise 

was entering a fiercely competitive 

business. Harper’s Magazine had start- 

ed seven years before and by serial- 

izing three of Dickens’s novels and a 

life of Napoleon had reached the 

startling circulation of 150,000. Scrib- 

ner’s and The Century followed dur- 

ing the next twenty years. The Atlan- 

tic, which had stuck to New England 

writers and readers, languished and 

in the Nineties its circulation was 

at the vanishing point, while its three 

rivals, publishing the best of English 

and American literature, illustrated 

by the masters of steel engraving and 

copper plate, dominated the field that 

placed luxurious monthly magazines 

on the living-room tables of those 

who could afford them. Readers who 

are lucky enough to find the bound 

volumes of these three magazines of 

fifty years ago stacked in their attics 

will be astounded, if they do not know 

them, by the wealth of the material 

published, the elegance of type and 

make-up, and the startling quality of 

the artists and engravers who illus- 

trated them. They were doomed, 

though they did not know it, with 

those that followed, Forum and Dial 

and many another that attempted to 

exist in an atmosphere of refinement 

and high thinking. 

Only two have survived the arrival 

of the mass circulation monthlies and 

weeklies, The Atlantic and Harper’s, 

and both of these narrowly escaped 

extinction in the first decade of this 

century. But through these magazines, 

now streamlined and facing the world 

squarely, a lesson has been taught 

that should be fruitful for the future. 

There should be, there must be, room 

for the independent magazine, that 

cannot hope, and does not want, to 

reach into the millions for a million 

subscribers. There never was a time 

when it was more vital to keep the 

flame of literature burning and to 

present the soundest thought on the 

problems of today, and the future, for 

the hundreds and thousands who do 

not necessarily wish ideas stuffed into 

capsules, or to have them watered 

down by the easy and slick language 

of staff writers, highly trained to 

know the latest taboos of advertisers 

and editorial policy, skilled in dis- 

covering what panaceas and soporifics 

the public wants, to know what week- 

ly and monthly dubious miracles in 

medicine and science to announce, 

what fears and dangers it would be 

good business to feed the pub); 

Failing to find that freedom fro, 
taboos and repressions from any 

source in its popular magazines, tp, 

public turns to books, for reprints 

old books and for the slowly produce 

new ones. Time has been acceleray 

in our day so that a catastrophe ' 

historical event that should have bee, 

years brewing in the cauldron ma, 

come upon us between one day an; 

the next. Life now is a motion pic. 
ture projected at full speed. Therei; 

lie the want and the necessity {o, 

weekly and monthly magazines so tha: 

the information that we need ma, 
reach us interpreted through season; 

minds as soon as is possible. Betwee, 

the conception of a factual book an; 

its. final publication a year o: 

years may elapse. It is too long a time 

to wait while the fire burns below the 

explosive. The largest magazines—wit) 

the exception of the newsweeklice: 

Time and Newsweek, which are mi- 

raculously up to date—take three o; 

four months between the writing 

an article and its appearance on th 

stands. People wait for the book and 

they buy the best they can find. Con. 

sider the obvious fact displayed 

the lists of best sellers, that the twelve 
or sixteen titles of fiction registered 

are for the great part historical ro- 

mances or books of popular appeal and 

momentary interests, books of neg- 

ligible literary value. The non-fiction 

list of the moment, for example, ma 

list Gunther’s “Inside U.S.A” first 

Byrnes’s “Speaking Frankly” second 

and Liebling’s “Peace of Mind” third 

In the same list will be de Nouy’ 

“Human Destiny,” Toynbee’s “A Stud) 

of History,” Shirer’s “End of a Berlin 

Diary,” and only one of these book 

has been found worthy of serializing 

in the popular magazines. 

It is obvious that if the free an 

liberal magazine did not exist it would 

have to be invented. The Atlantic’ 

anniversary issue points the waj 

Neither that magazine nor Harper’ 

nor another that may be later ven- 

tured, may ever reach beyond hil! 

a million, subscribers, though two 

the book clubs have reached a million 

public has been greatly extended b) 

the war and the immediate years that 

prefaced jt, so that it can be proved 

that the subscribers are there. Per- 

haps without loss of quality or pres- 

tige an editor may be discovered wit! 

the genius to find the way, 4% 

DeWitt Wallace turned the hackneyed 

idea of a reprint magazine into The 

Reader’s Digest with its ten million 

subscribers, as Henry Luce invented 

the successful news weekly Time, an¢ 

as Ellery Sedgwick pulled The At- 

lantic out of the doldrums almos' 

forty years ago. H. S 
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“Your Newspaper” 

Sm: In the article called “News- 
»apers and the Bomb” in SRL Oct. 4, 
here was a statement about the 
United Press which requires correc- 

Btion 
The article, based on a chapter from 
forthcoming book by nine Nieman 

Fellows called “Your Newspaper,” 
said that “the Wnited Press . . . does 
not hesitate to put out a story an- 
nouncing watermelon seeds as a 
‘cure’ for pernicious anemia.” 

This statement is not in the pub- 
jished book. The reason is that during 
checking, while the work was in prog- 
ress, the statement was found to be 
erroneous. It was promptly deleted 
on the galley proofs, but SRL, due to 
an unfortunate lapse in communica- 
tions, used the uncorrected proofs for 
the text of the article. 

I am sorry that this statement in- 

advertently got into print; it is unjust 
to the UP. The UP informs me that 
jt did indeed have a watermelon seeds 
tory last year, but the disease was 
nephritis, and watermelon seeds were 
reported to have been used by a doc- 
or not as a “cure” but as a treatment. 
Ve had received a wrong steer and 

garbled version of the story, as we 
jiscovered ourselves when we checked 

back. Leon SvIRSKY. 
New York, N. Y. 

' Sir: Lam no apologist for the Amer- 
ican press. I believe too many news- 
papers are backward. But, as a work- 
ing newspaperman, I find myself 
wincing at the tone employed by the 
Nieman Fellows. 

I have no quarrel with their “ideal” 
ewspaper. Their professional stand- 
ards are intelligent and realistic. 
It has become a rather widespread 

habit to treat newspapers as fortresses 
if reaction devoid of any desire for 
progress and with little feeling for 
heir readers. To have the Nieman 
Fellows lending themselves to that 
through indirection is disheartening. 
There is the curious statement, for 
xample, that one “reason why pub- 

lishers stick to the large-size page 
is that it makes possible bigger ads 
and hence (they believe) brings in 
nore money.” 
A little résearch of the kind the 

Fellows advocate would have come 
In handy. They would have learned 
hat newspaper presses aren't flexible. 
Publishers can’t pick up their tele- 
phones and order a page “intermediate 
n size between the present full-size 
paper and a tabloid.” The Fellows 
vould seem to have been guilty of 
ub-like innocence. Press plates are 
mot made of rubber and publishers 
ant tinker with giant pieces of ma- 
hinery which cost $35,000 for a sin- 

Fie unit. (I might add that the kind 
! paper the Fellows describe would 
ake about thirty-two units.) 
Tm not concerned about the page- 
ize. Starting with new machinery, 
me they suggest is quite practicable. 
Y quarrel is with their readiness to 

attribute only a desire for profit to 
publishers. It’s an attitude not becom- 
ng to scholars. 
Again, while they don’t say it di- 

rectly, they convey the impression 
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THROUGH HISTORY WITH J. WESLEY SMITH 

“However, your Majesty, don’t think we cake-bakers don’t appreciate your testimonial.” 

that newspapers generally have failed 
to improve on type faces; have failed 
to curb the practice of continuing 
stories on inside pages; have been 
delinquent in indexing properly; and 
have not come up to a proper ideal of 
public service. 

On this last item, I’m amused. The 
Fellows have come perilously close to 
nibbling on the hand that fed them. 
Mr. Nieman’s monument, The Mil- 
waukee Journal, is a prime example 
of a reader-service newspaper. The 
Journal is Milwaukee’s public-infor- 
mation center. Its lobby contains a 
post office and a travel bureau. It 
fills out income tax returns for its 
readers, to name only one of its func- 
tions. The Cleveland Press goes even 
further, perhaps. The Oregon Journal 
and The Indianapolis News are only 
two other examples which come read- 
ily to mind. And the Fellows aren't 
going to like this, but the Chicago 
Tribune has done a tremendous job 
in this respect. 

The Fellows call experimentation a 
“erying need.” But what they didn’t 
say is that in few fields is there as 
much experimentation. 

Page one digests? They’ve been 
going on for years and the experimen- 
tation continues. Photos? Newspapers 
now develop a fidelity of reproduction 
believed impossible only a few- years 
ago. Continuing stories? Newspapers 
have been tending toward ending the 
iniquitous practice for years. 

Let me cite the St. Louis Globe- 
Democrat, which went the Fellows 
one better a long time ago. It car- 
ries nothing over from page one. If 
a story is too long, only the essen- 
tial details are carried on page one 
and the rest becomes a _ separate, 
auxiliary story with the reader merely 
referred inside. 
What the Nieman Fellows have done 

is to have taken the best in current 

American journalism and packaged it 
together as their ideal newspaper. 
With that few can disagree. My point 
is that they reaily haven’t gone very 
far. 

By their standards, our own St. 
Louis Star-Times might claim to be 
approaching the ideal. We run a 
daily news digest-index on page one 
(and an intelligent one); we try to 
make both reporting and headlines 
readable and responsible; we depart- 
mentalize our news on “national,” 
“international” and local pages; we 
take pains with photographic display. 
We define departmental affairs prop- 
erly. Our reporters specialize — and 
are pressed to do constant research. 
And purely as an aside, our editorial 
workers are the top pay group in the 
plant. 

But while we'd like to think so, I 
doubt that we’re much ahead, if any, 
in the profession. I know of no busi- 
ness where it is so necessary to study 
constantly to keep up. It is a business 
which shows constant improvement 

Certainly, we’ve got to get bette: 
all the time. My only criticism is 
that I don’t like to see a _ talented 
group like the Nieman Fellows falling 
into the benighted error of looking 
on ours as a stagnant profession. It 
has its faults—but that’s not one of 

them. NorMAN E. Issacs, 
Managing Editor, 

The St. Louis Star-Times 

St. Louis, Mo 

Sir: Just to the record 
straight: 

In the article, “Newspapers and the 
Bomb” by nine Nieman Fellows, it is 
stated that oné night in May 1940 
William L. Laurence, of The New 
York Times, turned in a seven-column 
story on the release of atomic en- 
ergy and at the rival New York Her- 

keep 



ald Tribune the science reporter, John 
J. O'Neill, had less luck; his editors 
rejected the story. 

This is hardly an adequate state- 
ment of the facts. 

The correct story is: Early in Feb- 
ruary 1940, I secured an exclusive 
story on the release of atomic energy 
from Uranium 235. I turned in a five- 
and-a-half-column story. In_ those 
days readers had not heard about 
Uranium 235 and Uranium 238, fis- 
sioning of atoms, and slow neutrons. 
My story was considered too long and 
too technical and was not published. 
I rewrote the story as a magazine 
article and took it to the editors of 
Harper’s magazine, who had asked me 
for an article on the subject several 
months earlier. Harper’s published 
the article as the lead feature in the 
May 1940 issue. 

Mr. Laurence Farge ty his story in . 
The New York Times on the day fol- 
lowing that in which Harper’s ap- 
peared on the newsstands. I obtained 
my story three months before Mr. 
Laurence published his. 

The Nieman Fellows will, I am sure, 
appreciate the difference between the 
record as published and the facts as 
here presented. 

ere JouN J. O'NEILL, 
Science Editor, 

New York Herald Tribune. 

New York, N. Y. 

Reclaiming Wayward Youth 

Str: The pleading letter of Mr. 
James O. Monroe [Sept. 20] compels 
my interest and demands a reply. Un- 
doubtedly there is a need for help- 
ing and reclaiming wayward youth 
through the media of literature. Back 
in 1941 the late Mayor F. H. La Guar- 
dia appointed a committee of experts 
to prepare a list of suitable books for 
children in the courts. This inval- 
uable beoklet contained a list of 382 
varied fiction and non-fiction books, 

pr 

covering the interests of boys and girls 
six to eighteen years of age. It indi- 
cates the reading level of each book 
—according to school-grade equiva- 
lents—from the first to the twelfth 
year. Copies are available from the 
Municipal Reference Library of New 

York. City. HERMAN K. SPEcTor, 
Senior Librarian, 

California State Prison. 

San Quentin, Calif. 

Str: In a law practice that too often 
is money-grubbing and seamy, it is 
gratifying to receive so warm-hearted 
and enthusiastic a response to a sim- 
ple favor as has been the response 
to my letter of September 20, in re- 
gard to “Books for Delinquent Youth.” 
I feel I owe some acknowledgment to 
the many Saturday Review readers 
who have sent helpful and encourag- 
ing letters recommending books for 
my impecunious “client” now in the 
county jail, and to the others who 
have sent unsolicited books. 

There have been several interest- 
ing developments in the matter. When 
I showed the state’s attorney at lunch 
an armful of books from a local li- 
brary, he asked to borrow one of 
them himself, to read before I took 
the lot of them in to the boy! A 
Methodist women’s club is making a 
collection of books to start a library 
at the jail, and will turn them over, 
if you please, to the sheriff’s wife, 
who is some kind of local library 
official herself. A lady in Florida has 
volunteered to correspond with the 
boy. One publishing company sent 
gratis two books that had not yet been 
released for publication. 

The effect on the boy has been fine. 
He writes me currently asking for 
copies of “Tobacco Road,” “Hitler’s 
Doctor,” and “Gene-Val-Gene” (sic). 
and adds, “This is sometimes called 
‘Les Miserables’.” I don’t know where 
he got such tastes, but they certainly 

indicate at least a modicum of liters, 
maturity. He also wants to see th 
letters that have been written ab, 
him. If the response does no mo» 
than show him that he is not utter, 
friendless, and help him to keep }; 
nose clean while confined, I wil] }, 
satisfied. 

JAMES O. Mownrog. 

Collinsville, I. 

Overtones of Disaster 

Str: Mr. Cerf’s forceful article q 
the New York City school syster 
{SRL Oct. 25] deserwes wide atten 
tion. I find in it overtones of disaste: 
comparable to those in your famoy 
atomic age article, although of a di. 
ferent sort. Mr. Cerf’s entry into th 

educational fight is a little late, by 
it is good to see him using his talen 
there, and his counterattack is needy 
now that the gains of a year ag 
dwindling. re 

Swarthmore College, 
Swarthmore, Pa. 

Francois Villon’s Contemporary 

Srr: On page 9 of SRL Sept 
you refer “The Moneyman,” by Cos. 
tain, to twelfth-century France 

wonder, would you say “Kingsbloo¢ 
Royal” belongs to seventeenth-cen- 
tury America, and, if not, why not’ 
Even in the Middle Ages time did no 
stand still and Jacques Coeur is ob- 
viously a man of a later period— 
contemporary of Francois Villon, wh 
mentions him somewhere. Of cours 
his financial standing and ethical 
principles were different. 

D. W. FrEercuson 

Valley City, N. D. 

Bearded Bayard Taylor 

Sm: May I remind Mr. Struthers 
Burt [The Sealed Verdict,” SRL 
Oct. 11] that it was not the “bearded 
Victorian” Tennyson, but his equally 
bearded American contemporary, Bay- 
ard Taylor, who wrote, “The braves 
are the tenderest.” 

The line occurs in the last stanz 
of “The Song of the Camp,” wha 
“Each heart recalled a different name 

“ 

* But all sang Annie Laurie.” 
BERTHA BASH 

Palo Alto, Calif. 

“Mammon’s Little Baby” 

Str: I wish to express my admire 
tion for Miss Margaret Halsey an 
her superlative article “Mammon: 
Little Baby” [SRL Oct. 18]. I think 
Miss Halsey’s soundness, honesty, ani 

—and her critical intelligence in eva- 
uating the fundamental issues 
volved in the production of “liters 
ture” is positively inspiring. 

HARRIETT BENAIS 

New York, N. Y. 

Criminal Verdict 

Sm: I suggest that your “verdict 
column is not accurate because of you! 
obvious straining for one-word c2p- 
sule. Use a few more words and don 
be afraid of using the same words {0 
different columns. 

Les WALLS 
Duarte, Calif. Vo 
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» MARCIA DAVENPOR 
author of a 

OF LENA GEYER and THE VALLEY OF DECISION 

“EAST SIDE, WEST SIDE will 
recall in its subjective intensity 
a much beloved earlier work, 
OF LENA GEYER.” 
—The New York Times Book Review 

-» “Marcia Davenport's novel 
piles detail and incident and 
character into a sumptuous 
piece of fiction.” 

—New York Herald Tribune 

“All of New York with its 
. sights, its smells, its sparkling 

days, seems alive in these 
crowded pages.” 

—New York Sun 

$3.00 

YouCan’t 
See 

Around 
Corners 

Prize Winning 
Australian Novel 

by / / 
JON CLEARY 

“.. has a solar plexus 
punch that you're bound 
to feel.”—Chicago Tribune 

“...has wit and pace.” 
— W. G. Rogers 

“...a distinctive down- 
under flavor of its own.”: 

—N.Y. Times 

$2.75 

NOVEMBER 22, 1947 

“A fine achievement 
Few current novels offer so much enter- 

tainment and stimulation. Before the Deluge re- 
veals some of the flood sources of twentieth century disaster: 

Wagnerian anti-semitism, Bismarckian fascism, Dis- 

raelian empire, Marxian violence and dictator- 

ship. At the same time, it holds one in the spell of 

story.” —Charles Lee, NEW YORK TIMES 

$3.50 

Mark Aldanov’s 

BEFORE 
THE 

DELUGE 
at all bookstores - (Charles Scribner's Sons 



GENUINE 

HE man and the moment—these 

l were the essentials in Matthew 

Arnold’s recipe for greatness. 

The two had to be in happy conjunc- 

tion. Otherwise the right man would 

be wrong, his greatness unsuspected 

or misapplied, if the moment of his 

arrival on the scene were wrong for 

him. 

In the theatre the player and the 

part can also coincide so that the re- 

sult i$ greatness. If not that, a bril- 

liance, an excitement, a_ rightness, 

perhaps more accurately an inevita- 

bility, any one of which (the oppor- 

tunity being of sufficient splendor) 

can prove a cousin of greatness, ca- 

pable of creating its illusion. 

Judith Anderson and “Medea’’* are 

a case in point. Robinson Jeffers 

has dedicated his free adaptation of 

the Euripidean tragedy “To Judith 

Anderson, for whom this was written.” 

No one can be surprised by such a 

confession; certainly no one who has 

seen the production or followed Miss 

Anderson's career. So right is she for 

Medea, so right is Medea for her, that 

it almost seems as if Euripides, not 

Mr. Jeffers, must have had Miss An- 

derson in mind. 

Miss Anderson has been acting in 

America since 1918. And almost al- 

ways with distinction. No performer 

on our stage is a more consummate 

“technician than she. Her acting in- 

Vv telligence is limitless. Beauty she may 

not have, but interest she does pos- 

sess; interest ample enough to rank 

as fascination. 

As the mother of Jesus in “Family 

Portrait,” she was all motherhood, 

without sentimentality though the em- 

bodiment of compassion. Yet -admi- 

rable as was her Mary, virtue is not 

Miss Anderson’s specialty. She excels 

in parts that are on speaking terms 

with evil. 

The worthless rich woman in “Be- 

hold the Bridegroom”; Nina _ in 

“Strange Interlude”; The Unknown 

One in “As You Desire Me”; Lavinia 

in “Mourning Becomes Electra”; the 

strong sister in “The Old Maid”; Ger- 

trude in Mr. Gielgud’s “Hamlet”; Lady 

* MEDEA, freely adpated from. the “Medea” 
of Euripides by Robinson Jeffers. Staged by 
John Gielgud. Settings by Ben Edwards. 
Costumes by Castillo. Original music by Tibor 
Serly. Presented by Robert Whitehead and 
Oliver Rea. With a cast including Judith An- 
derson, John Gielgud, Fiorence Reed, Don 
McHenry, Grace Mills, Kathryn Grill, Leone 
Wilson, Albert Hecht, Hugh Franklin, etc. 
At the National Theatre. 
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VIRTUOSITY 

Macbeth opposite Mr. Evans; and, on 

the screen, Mrs. Danvers in “Rebecca” 

—such characters as these are the ones 

we associate with Miss Anderson. They 

either have or should have coincided 

counters eternally in front 

that they never moved thei: 

away from their ribs, or straighteng lil 

out their arms, or dared to strike he 

roic attitudes. Had he lived to Mi 

Anderson, Mr. Sothern cou! 

proved his rule by naming 

an exception to it. She is not 

of acting. She takes to it th 

Xenophon’s Greeks welcomed 1 

She refuses to be held down 

diminuendoes of a dull realis 

Miss Anderson is a virtu 

ashamed of her virtuosity. He 

age in demonstrating her mast 
with her talents and released her fine “her craft is uncommon. Most mod f 

gifts. I say should have released rather 

than in every case actually did release 

her talents, because her Gertrude 

seemed to me less satisfying than it 

ought to have been, and her Lady 

Macbeth a failure, with brilliant mo- 

ments, in spite of the fact that, by 

temperament and endowment, Miss 

Anderson could be the perfect Lady 

Macbeth of this generation 

Outstanding though she has been in 

her best parts in the past, one thing 

‘is now clear. Her triumphs like her 

failures at present appear to have 

been no more than homework for 

her Medea. Her Colchian princess 

summarizes and consolidates her pre- 

vious efforts. It is the crowning 

achievement of her career. Being ac- 

curate as a characterization, her Medea 

is also a pyrotechnical display, quiver- 

ing, eruptive, and spectacular. More- 

over it is a performance of a scale, 

freedom, and kind that Miss Ander- 

son alone among our present-day ac- 

tresses could supply. 

E. H, Sothern once insisted that 

most contemporary players use their 

hands as if they had been trained as 

department store clerks. By this he 

mednt that in their gesturing they 

were as constricted as if they had 

“Judith Anderson’s voice crackles like 
a roaring fire from passion’s heat .. . 
hisses like a pit full of snakes.” 

actors are forced the demand 
our tea-sipping, telephone-dialin: & 

pistol-packing, cocktail-raising 
flicking stage to hide their ability ni 

act. If they can act, they mask thi iW. 

terrifying fact as discreetly as mosfRy’ 

Americans who wish to be ask ' 
again and not dropped as poss 

highbrows keep their true 

dark. 

by 

CTORS cannot be blamed f 

They have no other choice t! 

bow to the will of a public 

likes to fancy itself as being 

and literal in a realistic age 

main employed in a_ naturalist 

theatre, players inevitably limit them-) 

selves to being natural and no mori 

Their pattern of on-stage beha\ 

not what the kings and queens 

tragedy might do in a kingdon 

imagination but what the 

man or woman would do on a sett 

in an office, or over a Bendix in 

life, if certain they were unobs: 

Our current actors are trained t : 

the grandiose and to fear the « T 

pressed emotion almost as much : 

emptied one. They tremble before thi R 

threat of being called “hams.” U 

standably but regrettably, the 

Smithfield has made cowards of 

all. Or nearly all. 

Not Miss Anderson. Sh« 

proaches antique tragedy una! 

Playing Medea and playing her t 

ast drop of cruelty, frenzy, an 

venge that is in her, Miss And: 

cannot be expected to do what H 

praised Mrs. Siddons for having 

“She raised Tragedy to the 

or brought it down from the: 

wrote Hazlitt of the great Sara! 

was something above nature. We ca 

conceive of nothing grander. Sh 

bodied to our imagination the 

of mythology, of the heroic and d 

mortals of elder time. She wa 

less than a goddess, or than a pro; 

ess inspired by the gods. Powe! 

seated on her brow, passion ema! 

from her breast as from a shrine. Sh 

was Tragedy personified. She w: 

stateliest ornament of the 

mind.” 

> 
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so 
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Being true to Médea, Miss Ander- 

son does not raise tragedy “to the 

skies” or bring it down from there. 

She rightly refuses even to leave it 

as a part of this earth. Instead, at the 

dictation of the text, she burrows with 

it into the heat of Hades, flinching 

from none of the horrors to be found 

there. 

Medea is a special kind of tragic 

heroine. Although Jason may have 

sinned against her by deserting her 

for Creon’s daughter, her own sins 

are multitudinous. She is as accom- 

plished at murder as she is at sorcery. 

She is not, and could not be, Tragedy 

personified in the more exalted sense. 

She is no goddess but an animal in 

agony. She is a ruin rather than an 

ornament; a wretch whose heart has 

cracked and whose sole obsession is 

revenge. Hers is the fury of hell no 

less than of a woman scorned. She 

is hate incarnate; misery broken out 

of all control; loathing unleashed un- 

til, hurricane-wise, it sweeps every- 

thing and everyone before it. 

When the Greeks sat before “Me- 

dea,” they enjoyed their advantages 

over us. They knew the fable in ad- 

vance. Hence they realized that the 

love which preceded the action of the 

play was as great as is the hatred 

which alone fuels this action. We, as 

moderns, stumble upon the last act of 

a tragedy, the terrible ecstasy of 

which has already occurred. We see 

an ignoble, not a noble, mind over- 

thrown, and encounter it only after its 

collapse. 

Medea, on our meeting with her in 

her last days in Corinth, does not spill 

blood for the first time when she 

sends her rival and her rival’s father 

to their agonizing deaths, and murders 

her two little boys. She is blood- 

soaked at the curtain’s rise and has 

been ever since Jason’s arrival in Col- 

chis on his quest for the Golden 

Fleece. A murderous Medea merely 

wades the deeper into a sea of hor- 

rors. The tragedy deals with her final 

crimes. If we do not realize that the 

leve which has gone before is as great 

as the hate we are asked to contem- 

plate, we find ourselves confronted 

with a monster whose one claim to 
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greatness is the 

hatred. 

Mr. Jeffers has not attempted the 

impossible task of prettifying the 

Medea story. He has employed his 

poet’s skill to streamline the text, to 

bring it closer to the contemporary 

stage, to rid its speeches of those 

stylistic villainies of which E. P. Cole- 

ridge was guilty in his translation. 

Mr. Jeffers’s language, though not 

always satisfactory, has about it— 

at its best—a driving, iron quality that 

Gilbert Murray’s more liquid version 

cannot claim. What it loses as poet- 

ry, it gains as theatre. Its tension 

is undeniable, and is immediately 

communicated by Miss Anderson. 

No dynamo could surpass her in 

energy. As she moves up and down 

the steps of the cheerless’ palace Ben 

Edwards has designed for her, her 

mbody is always at the command of 

her emotions. She uses gestures that 

are large, bold, and varied. Her arms 

speak a language of their own. Her 

voice, which is uncommon both in 

its range and timbre, can wheedle, 

plead, accuse, or mock. At one mo- 

ment it crackles like a roaring fire 

from passion’s heat. At the next it 

hisses like a pit full of snakes. 

Some of my confreres, I note, have 

contended that, excellent as Miss An- 

derson is as Medea, she starts her 

first act at so high a pitch that she 

intensity of her cannot hope to top it in her second 

This may have been true on the firs; 

night. I know only that, when I say 

her later in the run, Miss Andersor 

command of her performance wa 

undeviating that there was no hin: 

of anticlimax in the awful horro: 
her final scenes. 

From what I had read I had been 

prepared to find Mr. Gielgud’s Jason 

a thankless one. Yet to me, Mr. Gie]- 

gud, who always reads intelligently. 

seemed as effective as any man could 

hope to be in Medea’s presence. Hel- 
meted and hidden behind a borrowed 

beard as he was, I must confess | 

would never have recognized him 

had I not known that he was play 

Jason. No doubt this is some kind 

of compliment in itself. 

What bothered me about Mr. Gie!- 

gud was his direction, not his acting 

It seemed stodgy. It lacked the 

qualities of ultimate ignition. It had 

the repertory touch of adequacy with- 

out inspiration. I was especially un- 

happy about his casting and handling 

of the three women who formed the 

Chorus. The Chorus is always a prob- 

lem in a Greek play. These particular 

crones of Corinth remained, for me at 

least, an unsolved problem. I could 

not help thinking in their presence, 

with Medea bursting to confide in 

them all her innermost secrets, how 

Bach: Goldberg Variations 
By Fred Lape 

O YOU could not sleep, Count Kaiserling, 
poor fellow, and called upon a friend 

to write some pieces for your tedious hours? 

But you got more than you bargained for. 

Maybe some match within your spirit 

struck into flame the fuel of Johann’s mind, 

and so the atoms made flesh were made again, 

they breathed in sound, they sang down time. 

But did they soothe the pains of your neuralgia? 

In the aria, beautiful as a knife edge, 
out of this dust compounded, to this dust 

returned, did you find your solace? 

Or did the joy and anguish of your past 

rise up and walk before you in the night? 

Did all the complex rhythms of your days 

come back and sweep and coil about you? 

The happiness ended, the loved ones gone, 

intrude like living ghosts within your mind, 

before the surf of joyous music washed you free? 

No way to know. The record merely says 

that you were pleased and paid him well. 

You sleep a long sleep now, Count Kaiserling, 

and Johann rests his head in the same land. 

Or do you sometimes sing a quod libet together? 

That too no record tells. So in my darkness, 

and for your river of sound that washes me, 

I say you both goodnight and pleasant dreams. 

Review The Saturday 

ble 5S! 

from 

the Ni 
speak 

compre 

great | 

P The 

bound 

nificier 
for a ! 

the pl 

such 

sessed 

citeme 

] disco 

(as ar 

so Sur 

ance 

wantec 

moved 

feeling 

when 

“Inc 
wyn. 

Ander 

liant t 

ful as 

moder 

asham 

NOV 



easy the life of a gossip columnist 

would have been in ancient Greece. 

Albert Hecht is an acceptable Creon. 
Florence Reed, in spite of a costume 

which makes her resemble a vener- 

able shepherd who has wandered in 

from “A Winter’s Tale,” is fine as 

the Nurse. She humanizes the part, 
speaking it not only with unflagging 

comprehension but with a voice of 

great power and beauty. 

The evening, however, is, as it was 

pound to be, Miss Anderson’s. Mag- 

nificient as she is, I cannot pretend 
for a split second that either she or 

the production to which she lends 

such incontestable distinction pos- 

sessed for me the unforgettable ex- 

citement of Laurence Olivier’s Oedipus. 

I discovered that I kept on admiring 

(as anyone would have to admire) 
so superlative a technical perform- 

ance. Yet somehow, even when I 

wanted to applaud, I remained un- 

moved. Mine was that strange, cheated 

feeling one would have if left cold 
when standing before a blazing fire. 

“Include me out,” said Mr. Gold- 

wyn. This is precisely what Miss 

Anderson’s Medea did for me, bril- 

liant though her acting is, and grate- 

ful as I am to her for being one 

modern player who remains un- 

ashamed of the glories of the craft. 

JoHN Mason Brown. 

One on the Aisle 
THE THEATRE BOOK OF THE 

YEAR, 1946-1947. By George Jean 

Nathan. New York: Alfred A. 

Knopf. 1947. 376 pp. $4. 

Reviewed by Lewis NICHOLS 

ROBABLY the Broadway theatre 

continues for a few reasons other 

than the obvious one—that George 

Jean Nathan wishes to attend it. 

Those reasons often seem minor. They 

seem almost negligible each autumn 

when, after spending the summer di- 

gesting his dinner, Mr. Nathan reports 

on the season before. For his “Theatre 

Book of the Year”’—in the current 

case, that of 1946-1947—is not only a 

history of the local stage, but also 

that of George Jean Nathan. The two 

have become synonymous, and what 

each would do without the other, no 

one knows. Luckily this grisly experi- 

ment of divorce never has been tried, 

although in morning-after annoyance, 

the theatre sometimes would be pre- 

pared to take its chances. 

In Mr. Nathan’s case, the love of 

the theatre surpasses all else includ- 

ing that of woman, which, after all, 

is small potatoes in comparison. Year 

after year he sits in his seat along the 

aisle, a dean who is outwardly gloomy 

and who would no doubt stop speak- 

ing to anyone accusing him of senti- 

ment. Yet he is sentimental about 

the theatre. He is prepared to forget 

last night’s little shambles, being cer- 

tain that tonight’s will be better and 

tomorrow’s will be the perfect play 

of all time. This is written on every 

page of his year book where, after 

the most heated denunciations of in- 

competence and irrelevancy, he never 

once hints he is going back to the 

Royalton and stay there. Instead of 

corpuscles, his bloodstream by now 

is made up of acts and actors. 

This is his fifth yearly summary, 

but the other theatre writings of 

George Jean Nathan date back rough- 

ly to the early Middle Ages. This is 

the fifth yearly summary, and the 

writings still are fresh, alive, and 

readable. The hings their author has 

seen in a lifetime of clumsily lifted 

curtains would cause madness in an 

average mind, but that of Mr. Nathan 

is so far from average he is not even 

bored. A bad play may be dismissed, 

but the theatre will go on. And the 

bad play in question always can be 

a springboard for the annual thoughts 

on Hollywood writers, the younger 

From the most talked-about 

book of 1947 comes the 

picture that will be 

talked about for years! 
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crftics, and the 

girls in the only place they count— 

the Forties. 

The operation of “Theatre Book of 

the Year” can be shown in the case 

necessity for pretty 

of “What Every Woman Knows,” 

which was revived on a November 

night last year. Mr. Nathan did not 

care for the production, but it made 

him think of other revivals, and that, 

in turn, leads into a discussion of 

what plays are worth seeing more 

than once or twice. Some of them 

are, he concedes, such plays as “Oedi- 

pus,” “Hamlet,” “The Way of the 

World.” On the other hand, “Can- 

The new novel 

by the 

author of the 

best-selling 

MY LADY 

OF CLEVES 

and THE 

PASSIONATE 

BROOD 

MARGARET 

WITHIN 
THE 

HOLLOW 
CROWN 

© The story of a love that made a king 

a man and a queen a woman... of 

Richard II and Queen Anne, who, to- 

gether, fought the tyranny of the nobles 

to relieve the oppression of the poor. 

Their love story is one of the most ten- 

der romances in English history. 

CLAUDE RAINS says: ‘‘A superb delineation 

of the very poignant, passionate, dramatic 

figure that was Richard of Bordeaux.” 

DAVID APPEL, editor of The Philadelphia 
CAMPBELL 
BARNES 

Inquirer “Books,” says: Historical fiction 

of the highest quality.” 

$3.00 at bookstores 

en Oe ae: | ie Oe | - COMPANY 

Order Your Copies Directly From 

EDITIONS CRONOS 

THe Pususners TAKE Prwe 

IN ANNOUNCING 

A MAN IN MIDPASSAGE 
by NORMAN 

The collected poems of the man who, with Ezra Pound and 
William Carlos Williams, has been one of the most influ- 
ential advance-guard editors since the twenties. The work 
of one of America’s best younger poets again becomes avail- 
able to readers who insist upon poetry defining the signifi- 

cant experiences of our time. Limited, DeLuxe Edition. $2.50 

MACLEOD 

Box 3103 Univ. Station 

Columbus 10, Ohio 

28 

dida,” “The Front Page,” and 

do not require several visits 

their “full import” is assimilat 

this point, he expects someone t 

cuse him of being blasé, and he 

“If blasé means either tired o1 

cal,” that refers to someone 

than he. Obviously not blasé, | 

goes on to suggest that young act 

not try immediately to be Juliet 

Maggie Wylie, but first to play 

the lowly maid. He then lists 

who have done so. 

Those Nathan listings of sta: 

plays speckle the pages of his 

books, and the italic weight of 

dence on his side always is 

whelming. This is the 

method of argument, and sinc 

Nathan’s card index must be 

better than anyone else’s, ther 

be no disputing the fact that 

night’s comedy was similar to fifty. 

three produced in America and t 

ty-two in Paris. Speckled, too, th 

the pages are the 

too much literalness in this ag: 

once suggests an actorless stage giver 

over completely to sound, or a stag 

where only colored lights would rep- 

resent the actors—this, that audiencé 

might use their imaginations. 

While “The Theatre Book of 

Year” is showing the course of Gs 

Jean Nathan through the year, it 

has facts in addition to theories 

critical appraisal. 

with the date, producer, directo: 

length of run. Appended, to 

Mr. Nathan’s own honor roll. His per- 

sonal record shows that for last s 
was the 

Fatal Weakness 
“The Iceman Cometh” 

“The 

“Finian’s Raint 

son 

best drama, 

the best comedy, 
the best musical, and Ralph Richard- 

son and Ina Claire, in “Henry IV’ 

“The Fatal Weakness,” respectiy 

were the best performers. 

Mr. Nathan was not bad, eith« 

LITERARY 1.Q. ANSWERS 

1. Kringelein, in “Grand Hotel, 
Vicki Baum. 2. Gabriel, in 
Trouble At All,” from “Hotel Ben 
mans, by Ludwig Bemelman: 
Theodore Racksole, in “Grand Baby- 
lon Hotel,” by Arnold Bennett 
Billy Magee, in “Seven Keys to Bald- 
pate,” by Earl Derr Biggers 
Stephen Sorrell, in “Sorrell and So: 
by Warwick Deeping. 6. “ 
Hanna,” by Walter D. Edmond 
Myron Weagle, in “Work of Art 
Sinclair Lewis. 8. Gordon Mille: 
“Room Service,” by John Murra) 

Allen Boretz. 9. Harry Van, in “I 
Delight,” by Robert E. Sherwood 
Bill Jones, in “Lightnin’,” by Win 
Smith and John L. Golden. 

The Saturday Re: 
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author’s randor 

thoughts on strong drink, on Oscar 

Wilde, on pageants, on the motion- 

picture production code. Denouncin 

The cast for eact 

play offered during the season is listed 
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THE NEXT STEP 

(Continued from page 18) 
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tasked “Do these people attack New 
York because they think really that 

life is better elsewhere?” : 

Don’t they, though!” he said. “Just 

jook around you. What play has been 

most popular in New York these last i. ‘RK 

years? A play about life in Oklahoma. : ‘ OR those who have walked 

And then there is ‘Brigadoon’ which : 

idealizes life in Scotland, and when along shaded Duke of Glouces- 

a play has anything agreeable to say ter Street, and marveled at the 
about New York it’s about New York 

of two generations ago, like ‘Life with spectacle of an 18th century 

Father.’ Everything is said to be bet- ioim tebote in the oath com 

ter than New York. In music, for ex- 5 : 

ample, it’s far harder to get tickets tury, this book will provide 

for the Boston than for any local 
orchestra, and unfailingly we are told 

by interested parties (the Times author takes the reader on a conducted, systematic tour . .. 

nostalgic memories. ... With lively accompanying texts the 

critic comes from Boston) that the 

Boston really is a better orchestra. 

And now the radio programs are com- town steeped in the tradition of liberty-loving colonists.”— 

ing from Hollywood. And where are 

week-ends being spent? In New York 

with its wonderful museums and 

restaurants and concerts and theatres? 
No. In Connecticut and Pennsylvania. é 

Mark my words, this vogue of the 

week-end is the opening wedge. Once 

you wean people away from New W ILLIAMSBURG 

York for the week-end it won’t be 

hard to get them to stay away alto- $5.00 

gether. 

“Has there,” I asked, “been support 

for the Un-New York movement in 

intellectual circles?” 

“Certainly,” said Paul. “You'll find 

it invading the works of the most The Old Dominion’s 

serious thinkers and teachers. Our . 

young men and women are being loveliest season has been 
taught right here in colleges, some of captured in its incomparable 
them colleges supported by our own beauty, for your permanent 

city funds, that life as lived in New delight—in 322 superb photo- 

York is perhaps not the acme of ex- ‘ My : 

istence, that there are other and graphs, printed in the warm be 

simpler ways of existence more re- tones of sheet-fed gravure. | 
warding. Scientists pretend on the Samuel Chamberlain, artist of ©} 
basis of scientific researches to sub- the camera, has brought to one : 
scri i é are are - irae F 
cribe to the notion that there are volume all the magnificence of Virginia in dogwood time... 
baneful effects from noise in New 
Youd. Sven the climate is assaulted. from historic Cape Henry to the breath-taking Skyline Drive 

It is further suggested that for three ... from restored Colonial facades to whitewashed country 

or four months New York is unbear- cottages ...all the grace and natural charm of one of the 
ably hot and four or five months loveliest of states. $4.00 
wretchedly damp and cold. Even ; 

spring in New York, these propa- ° d 

gandists say, is a short rainy spell be- S VU fame 
tween arctic cold and tropic heat. As a 

I said, it’s high time for our inquiry 

or, as President Hoover used to say, 

there’ll be grass growing in the streets IN \ IRGINIA 
soon. Everyone will have fled to out- 

of-town, or worse still New York will Introduction by VIRGINIUS DABNEY 

be like out-of-town.” 

“Whom will you get to testify at At all bookstores, or ee welt 
ir co gece gonna gg Hastings House, pusrisers New York 18 

thumb through the pages and feast your eyes on a dream 

Philadelphia Inquirer. 308 photographs, etchings & sketches. 

“Seven and a half million New 
Yorkers,” said Paul. 
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By FERDINAND SCHEVILL 
The career of Frederick 

William, who, more than any 

other man, made possible a 

unified Germany under Prus- 

sia, and who laid the ground- 

work for its early and critical 
political development. Woven . 

into his dramatic story is an 

analysis of the forces which 

made Germany, and created 

today’s Europe. 

Illustrated, $5.00 

THE 

Works or 
e 

THE ind 
Edited by ROBERT B. HEY- 
WOOD. Pretace by John U. 

Net, Chairman, Committee on 

Social Thought. Is modern man 

losing his intellect? T.welve re- 

nowned artists, administrators, 

and scholars—including Frank 

Lloyd Wright, Marc Chagall, 

Robert M. Hutchins, Arnold 

Schoenberg, and others—speak 

out against the stifling of 

man’s intellect in the triumph 

of industrialism. $4.00 

Darkling / 

By HARVEY CURTIS WEB- 
STER. This new study of 
Thomas Hardy’s work refutes 

the prevailing view of Hardy 

as a complete pessimist. ON A 

DARKLING PLAIN traces the 
evolution of his thought, from 

faith, through disillusionment, 

to a cautious belief in the ulti- 
mate progress of man. $3.50 

At all bookstores 

THE UNIVERSITY 
OF CHICAGO PRESS 

5750 Ellis Ave, Chicago 37, Ill. 

THE UNIVERSITY OF 

a, 

recent poets. Certainly 

though not a poet, 

Rimbaud, 

Wilhelm Herzog’s recent 

Gertrude Stein, 

from the Symbolist poets of her beloved France... . 

the socialist Péguy, again a fierce individualist, 

“Drefus to Petain,” 

Belles-Lettres. France has been the real home of the 

vidualist, from the tight-fisted French paysan with his plot of land to the 

fiercely independent of poets like the brilliant, dissolute, tortured Arthur Rin 

baud. One of the Symbolists, who derived their poetry in part from our ow 

Edgar Allan Poe, Rimbaud has in return greatly influenced the art of our 

whose last book is reviewed b: 

imbibed some of her fascination with the sound of « 

Less well known here : 

championed 

Zola the civil rights of that Drefus whose strange affaire, minutely analyzed 

rocked France for a generation 

FOUR IN AMERICA. By Gertrude 

Stein. With an introduction by 

Thornton Wilder. New Haven: Yale 

University Press. 1947. 221 pp. 

$3.75. 

Reviewed by JAMES GRAY 

FE. ONE of her more exuberant mo- 

ments as represented by the text 

of “Four in America,” Gertrude Stein 

wrote: “I will tell you all there is 

about American.” 

This was, even for her, a little 

sweeping. All that she meant to do 

in this characteristic work, written ten 

years before her death when she was 

at the height of her power to influ- 

ence the minds of others, was to ex- 

plore the creative process as it had 

revealed itself in four very different 

types of Americans. She chose Grant, 

Wilbur Wright, Henry James, and 

George Washington probably because 
their talents seemed to her to 

bound the country of the imagination. 

I find the kernel of what she wished 

to communicate about the creative 

process in these lines: 

On the other hand if you know 
these things although the time will 
or will not come that you will know 
these things, then you write as one 
who has been allowed to know these 
things without knowing them. 

Gertrude Stein’s view of a problem 

which has engaged the minds of phi- 

loscphers and artists from the time 

when instinct first began to whisper 

its secrets to consciousness was that 

superior men are able to create be- 

cause they bear special passports to 

the unknown and are at home in its 

realm. The power of flight existed 

in the unknown, and Wilbur Wright, 

his instinct far better instructed than 

any amount of teaching could have 

made it, found the physical form, in 

the airplane, to enclose and control 

that power. The idea of democracy 

C ompetent Priestess 

existed in the unknown and Georg: 

Washington helped to compose 

forms that gave it reality. 

Another basic idea seems to have 

animated Gertrude Stein’s explora- 

tion of the problem. It is, I think 

that the creative process is impelled 

by the same kind of power no matter 

what may be its manifestation. Sh: 

undertook, in developing this belief 

to show how each of her represen- 

tative Americans would have ex- 

pressed his genius if he had been in 

some very different relation to th: 

problems of human experience. If 

Grant had been a religious leader h: 

would have lighted the spark in th 

minds of others at camp meetings 

that he lighted in the camps of his 

soldiers. If Henry James had been a 

general he would have marshaled his 

forces, under the instruction of his 

special knowledge of subtle move- 

ments of mind and spirit, in much the 

same way that he marshaled his forces 

in fiction. 

This is to make the pattern of her 

thinking seem perhaps quite banal 
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She. of course, triumphantly eluded 

the threat of commonplaceness by her 

e anner. It was her gift as a person 

and as a writer, too, I think, to 

preathe excitement back into ideas 

in the close rooms where they had 

been mulled over too long. She was 

a priestess of ideas and, like any com- 

petent priestess, she understood the 

power of incantation. 

- The repetitions that have been cited 

so often by those who wish to reject 

her as a childish (or, perhaps, a mad) 

spirit were intended to have the ef- 

fect that they have in music. In each 

of Gertrude Stein’s work, it is easy, 

if one is willing to be patient and 

trusting, to find the theme, to follow 

all the variations on it, to discover 

with pleasure how she plays upon it, 

modifies it, elaborates it, achieves 

teasing, provocative, amusing effects 

with it. And then it becomes easier 

still to discover her in the ingenious 

act of introducing a second theme to 

support the first, to carry on little 

duels and conversations with it so 

that, in the end, her follower is re- 

freshed by a belief in the honesty and 

the importance of what she is about. 

“Listen” is the key word of these 

essays. The creative man listens to 

the promptings of the unknown. He 

does not listen to himself for that 

would be simply to make a trick of his 

talent. He does not above all listen 

to what his audience hopes he will say 

and then dutifully give it back, for 

that would be to throw away his pass- 

port to the unknown. He listens, as 

Joan of Arc did, to his voices. 

Many people went to see and hear 

Gertrude Stein while she lived, flat- 

tering their egos with the thought 

that they would find a_ grotesque 

maunderer at whom they could jeer. 

Many such people, quite unresistingly 

from the start, yielded to her magic. 

It was, in part, the magic of a great 

human warmth. In none of her books 

as well as in this one did she manage 

to communicate that warmth to the 

page. In “Four in America” she took 

a reader inside her mind with an air 

of almost maternal confiding. She 

shared the intimacies of her own men- 

tal process, wooing, cajoling, tempting 

the imagination on. “Do you begin 

to see?” she asked again and again, | 

often adding a fervent “Oh yes, yes.” | 

And in the end you do begin to see | 
what was the source of her power| 

over Sherwood Anderson and Picasso | 

and Whitehead and the GI's of the! 
Second World War. It was the ur-| 
gency of an honest and vigorous per-| 

son who believed that the creative| 
life is—to borrow the words she once| 

used to describe Paris—“exciting and 
peaceful,” and that out of it come all! 

| 
the good things of our world. | 
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NORTON 
“BOOKS THAT LIVE” 

IN MUSIC 

THE MUSORGSKY READER AR 
A Life of Modeste Petrovich Musorgsky 

in Letters and Documents. 

Translated and Edited by 

JAY LEYDA and SERGE! BERTENSSON 

An absorbing and authentic presentation of 
the life of the great Russian national com- 
poser seen through his letters, original doc- 
uments, and the letters of his circle— 
Balakirev, Rimsky-Korsakov, Borodin, 

Stasov and others—translated from the THE 
Russian for the first time. I//ustrated. $6.00 Schubert Reader € 

ne 

THE SCHUBERT READER 
A Life of Franz Schubert in 

Letters and Documents 

By OTTO ERICH DEUTSCH 

Translated by Eric Blom 

The foremost authority on Schubert's life 
and bibliography presents an unrivaled col- 
lection of Schubertiana. Containing more 
than 1200 documents relating to his life 
and work, and over 150 further entries, it 
stands as the most complete biography of 
Schubert ever attempted. Over 1000 pages. 

Illustrated. $10.00 

THE MUSIC OF SIBELIUS Ze Music 
Edited by GERALD ABRAHAM SIBE] Il . ‘ 

Like The Music of Tchaikovsky and The 
Music of Schubert, this book presents a 
serious discussion by eminent authorities 
of the entire work of the composer. Follow- 
ing a brief opening chapter on Sibelius the 
Man, are detailed discussions of Sibelius’ 
orchestral, chamber, piano and choral music 
and songs. With chronology, bibliography 
and musical examples. Illustrated. $3.00 

MUSIC IN THE BAROQUE 
ERA 

By MANFRED F. BUKOFZER, 
Professor of Music, University of California 

This first English-language history of the 
whole field’ of baroque music admirably 
interprets a significant era and its monu- 
mental and lasting art. Abundantly equip- 
ped with notes, bibliography, list of edi- 
tions, and musical illustrations. I//us. $6.00 

Send for FREE descriptive 
catalog of Norton Books 

: in Music 

At all bookstores 

W. W. NORTON & 
COMPANY 

101 Fifth Avenue, New York 3. N. Y. 
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If you demand the 

UNUSUAL 
in distinctive, hard-to- 

find, limited-edition-style 

ART BOOKS 
Examine these fine editions 

desi 

THE FANTASY OF 

PIETER BRUEGHEL 
45 full-page plates of his ribald engrav- 
ings, with the puzzling proverbs explained 
by A. J. Barnouw. 8'/,” x 11", $5.00 

GAUGUIN 
NOA NOA: MY VOYAGE TO TAHITI 

Gauguin’s South Sea life and loves, in his 
own frank words and pictures. 36 wood- 

cuts; 14 in color. $3.75 

PICASSO | 
49 NEW LITHOGRAPHS 

First American publication. The remark- 
able series recently shown at the Museum 
of Modern Art With Balzac’s Hidden 
Masterpiece. 8'/,” x 11”, $5.00 

BOTTICELLI 
DRAWINGS FOR DANTE’S INFERNO 

57 plates: First public distribution. 
Selections from Longfellow translation. 
Complete commentary. 8'/,” x 13”, $5.00 

DELACROIX 
His Life and Work, by BAUDELAIRE 

First English translation. Over 60 draw- 
ings. Many in color. 8/2” x 11”, $5.00 

HOGARTH 
MARRIAGE A LA MODE & OTHER ENGRAVINGS 
44 plates, including The Harlot’s Prog- 

ress, The Rake’s Progress, Four Stages of 
Cruelty. Authentic First Edition story- 
text. 8/7,” x 11", $5.00 

FREE EXAMINATION: You may ex- 
amine any of these books for 10 days. If not 
completely satisfied, return them for ful/ re- 
fund. Mail this coupon today. 

LEAR PUBLISHERS, 23 £. 11 St., N. Y. 3 

Please send me the following books. I may 
return for complete refund in 10 days. 

Oeavoutn: Noa Noa. $3.75 
OCOTHE FANTASY OF PIETER BRUEGHEL. $5.00 
Optcasso: 49 New Lithographs. $5.00 
OBOTTIcELL!: Drawings for Dante's 

Inferno. $5.00 
OpsLacrorx, His Life and Work. $5.00 
OCONOGARTH: Marriage a la Mode. $5.00 

ORemittance enclosed ocoD 
(Post free) (Postage extra) 

PK 6e ae SUE Us wou bes'eecve decedebuaus 

PN vb edb a Ces ben es ase te Seieaes ob 

City Zone... State...... 
2-A 

wi lm 

ard) \ WEE: 

Evil Genius? 
ARTHUR RIMBAUD. By Enid Star- 

kie. New York: W. W. Norton & 

Co. 1947. 464 pp. $5. 

REDMAN 

RTHUR RIMBAUD has proved a 

troublesome subject for both 

biographers and translators; while the 

first have often become lost in the 

obscurities of his life, the second 

have more often strayed amidst the 

denser obscurities of his writing. The 

dual result has been a mass of mis- 

information and _  misinterpretation. 

Now, however, Enid Starkie comes 

close to setting the record straight, 

at once for poet and poetry. Not that 

she essays translation. On the con- 

trary, she is content to let Rimbaud 

speak his own unique French. But 

she does interpret the burden of that 

French with remarkable insight. 

Back in 1938, Dr. Starkie, who is 

reader in French at the University 

of Oxford and probably the foremost 

English student of Baudelaire, pub- 

lished a biography of Rimbaud, in 

an edition that had only a limited 

distribution in this country. The pres- 

ent work represents a thorough recon- 

sideration, revision, and enlargement 

of that volume. The authors has drawn 

on new sources of material, established 

new facts, and in many cases cor- 

rected statements of earlier biogra- 

phers and critics. Among other 

achievements, she has_ unearthed 

Rimbaud’s interest in Cabalism and 

alchemy, and has carefully studied 

their influence on his patterns of 

thought and expression, thereby shed- 

ding light on many poetic passages 

previously blanketed in darkness. 

The threads of life and writing are 

skilfully interwoven. Under Dr. 

Starkie’s guidance, we follow Rim- 

baud’s character and actions from the 

day of his birth at Charleville, in 

Reviewed by BEN Ray 
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From “All Men Have Leve: 

October 1854, to the hour of his deat 

at Marseilles, in November 1891. Th 

model schoolboy, the rebellious hoo!- 

igan, the precocious genius, the scan- 

dal of artistic Paris and the hon 

sexual companion of Verlaine, 

fugitive from literature, the wandere: 

trader, Abyssinian gun-runner, 

dying and defeated man—one by on 

their features are exposed to us, 

der the best light that scholarshi: 

can bring to bear. And simultane- 

ously the written word, from th 

poet’s Parnassian beginnings, throug 

“Le ai Ivre” and “Les Ilumina- 

tions,” to the final agony of “Un 

Saison en Enfer,” is subjected to th 

most intelligent and informing scru- 

tiny. Literary influences are. not 

and weighed: Parnasse, Izambard 

Cabalists, alchemy, Ballanche, Baude- 

laire. Pages and chapters are spent 

in studying the development of Rim- 

baud’s theory of poetry: his concep- 

tion of the poet as seer, as the voic: 

of the Eternal, capable of exploring 

infinite mysteries; and his compan- 

ionable conception of the power of t! 

word-in-itself. its magical potency 

independent of logical meaning. H: 

the poet drank deep of Ballanch 

and with him saw visions. “Accord- 

ing to Ballanche the earliest times 

when speech reigned supreme abov 

thought, was the time of poetry and 

imagination. When thought becam 

more important the time of reason 

began: words were then used to ex- 

press abstract conceptions and the 

consequently lost their power of sug 

gesting sensations and _ intuitions 

The result of Dr. Starkie’s critic: 

labors, to put it briefly, is that Ri 

baud’s “elliptical and hermetic” poet 

is now clarified as it has never be 

before. 
The crucial question in any stud 

of Rimbaud is, of course: Why 

he renounce literature when he 

only twenty years old, with an aston- 
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hing achievement already his, and a 

I.+ure of limitless promise? Many 

ait wers have been given. Dr. Starkie 

3 yes her own, and documents it per- 

ively. Her thesis is that Rimbaud 

at gene height of his greatest creative 

tivity, believed, like Faust, he had 

Ss acquired supernatural powers through 

Ithe agency of magic, that he imag- 

Fined, like him, he had become the 

B equal of God and eventually that his 

-in of pride and arrogance had been 

Bos great, as deserving of condemna- 

tion.” From the heaven of the voy- 

Pant, he was plunged into a hell of 
Fdisillusionment, in which he wrote 

‘his farewell to his former faith. It 

was not, Dr. Starkie suggests, a fare- 
well to literature as a whole, but only 
Bto poetry as he had practised it. “His 

‘theory now was that literature was 

to be prosaic and rational, devoid of 

S<ymbolism, that was the form most 

Psuited to the modern world.” Yet 

Bthe fact remains that he was forever 

after silent. 
Whether this theory corresponds to 

‘the literal truth, or to Rimbaud’s 

bpoetic and even hysterical version of 
the truth, is comparatively unim- 

portant, for it is, in either case, serv- 
Ficeable and illuminating. 

Besides the major question, there 

fare minor ones to plague the student 

of Rimbaud. Why, for example, was 

the abruptly transformed from the 

model schoolboy into an offensive, 

insolent, and filthy hooligan, who had 

‘to spit at life? Here Dr. Starkie per- 

mits herself to conjecture, and there- 

fafter builds on what is her one 
important guess. 

At sixteen, when he went to 
Paris, he still looked like a girl [she 
writes]. It is probable that he then 
received his first initiation into ‘sex 
and in so brutal and unexpected a 
manner that he was startled and 
outraged, and that his whole na- 
ture recoiled from it with fasci- 
nated disgust. 

This is indeed a guess, for no chapter 

and verse can be quoted, but it is 

based upon the biographer’s whole 

knowledge of her subject, it is for 

her the truth she reads in the writ- 

ings, and it is probably the best guess 

possible, 

Dr. Starkie’s attitude towards Rim- 

baud is one: of complete sympathy 

and understanding; yet she spares him 

nothing. Her treatment of his rela- 

tions with Verlaine, for instance, is 

as candid as possible. Still it must 

be noted that, although she does not 

spare him, she is rather ready to 

forgive and forget; a readiness that 

at least once leads to inconsistency. 

It was not, as she suggests late in 

her book, Rimbaud’s “cold honesty” 

that made him unacceptable to de- 

cent Parisians, but the facts, abun- 

dantly documented by herself, that he 
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Borzoi Books that are being talked about 

THE JOURNALS OF 
ANDRE GIDE 

VOLUME I: 1889-1913. The most important work of this 

great modern master. Translated, with an Introduction and 
notes, by Justin O’Brten. Available for the first time in Eng- 

lish, these Journals “. .. should mark a fresh start . . . of Gide’s 
reputation in the U niced States... [they] prov ide. a firm basis 

for judgments of Gide’s character and pli ace in letters. For 
they are the central pier upon which the imposing edifice of 
his work is built.”—Lovuist Bocax, The Nation. Designed by 
W. A. Dwiggins. 418 pages. $5.00 

THE REPRIEVE 
By JEAN-PAUL SARTRE. The second novel in the 
great existentialist trilogy, Roads to Freedom. The people of 
The Age of Reason here mingle with a host of new charac- 
ters in a novel of great intensity of those eight days in Sep- 

tember 1938 during which Europe first mobilized for war. 
“In its content, this story is absorbing, but in its remarkable 
form it is no less signific ant.’ 

pit G. Roce RS, Associated Press. $3.00 

THE AGE OF REASON. “Like Steinbeck, Sartre is a 

writer of undeniably exceptional gifts ... Who can always 
make something interesting happen.’ 

—Epamunp Witsox, The New Yorker. $3.00 

END OF A BERLIN DIARY 
By WILLIAM L. SHIRER. The internationally famous 

foreign correspondent and noted author of the best-seller 

Berlin Diary has written “. . . one of the most important vol- 
umes published since the end of the war.’—SuMNeR WELLEs; 

“,..a history of our own tragic times.” — JoHN GUNTHER; 

“A fascinating sequel to one of America’s most important 
war books by one ¢ of America’s most engaging journalists.” — 
LELAND StowF; “... a fascinating record .. . which leaves 
us pondering for hours.”—Vixct N1 SHEEAN. $3.50 

THE JAMES PAMILY 
By F.O. MATTHIESSEN. This altogether distinguished 

volume of almost four hundred thousand words combines a 

full-length biography of the extraordinary James family with 

a generous and critical selection from the w ritings of all four 
—Henry Sr., Henry Jr., William, and Alice. “A Life with 
Father of the intellect.”—Prorrssor H. A. Larraser. “Bril- 
liant and rewarding .. . a rich and he: ady draft.”—Orvitut 

Prescott, New York Times. Illustrated in gravure. Designed 
by Warren Chappell. $6. 75 

Ask your bookseller for Monsieur Teste by Paul Valery— 
a handsome volume. $5.00 

At all bookshops 

KES KGS ALFRED «A+ KNOPE GQ RGR K 



BELLES-LETTRES 

“WRITE THE 
SHORT SHORT”’ 

by MAREN ELWOOD 

Author of “Characters Make Your Story’’ 

The most complete and valuable guide to the 

successful writing and selling of short short 

stories—by one of the leading teachers of 

writing in the country. 

A practical book for the writer who is seri- 

ously interested in the lucrative field of the 

short short story. WRITE THE SHORT SHORT 

covers every phase of the subject—how to 

get ideas for short shorts, how to plan them, 

how to write them, and how to sell them. 

Miss Elwood, who is the author of “Char- 

acters Make Your Story,’ one of the most 

popular books on writing ever published, is 

well known for her success as a teacher, as 

a writer, and as a writing coach. 

at Your Bookseller or 
$3.5 Direct Postpaid from 

The Writer, Inc. 
Publishers 

8 Arlington St. Boston 16, Mass. 

was boorish, obscene, and verminous. 

I also find it rather hard to share her 

conviction that Rimbaud’s life of de- 

bauch “was for him one long 

martyrdom.” His native talent for 

debauch seems to have been consid- 

erable. But, whatever questions may 

still remain regarding this poet, our 

debt to Enid Starkie is enormous. 

One important question certainly 

does remain, and that regards his in- 

fluence. It may be his biographer ex- 

aggerates somewhat when she writes: 

No poet in the world today is the 
object of more study and interest 
—not even Baudelaire. There is 
no movement in literature, in what- 
ever country it may be, that does 
not owe its origins to him, though 
he himself would have disclaimed 
sympathy with most of their views. 

But there is a large content of truth 

in her statement, and so we must 

ask ourselves whether Rimbaud’s in- 

fluence has, on the whole, been good 

or bad. My own judgment is against 

it. That he has been a seminal and 

liberating force, there can be no 

doubt, but he has sown the seeds of 

irresponsibility and he has written 

a charter for those who would es- 

cape into private worlds. Unable to 

face reality throughout his life, he 

did not face it in his poetry. His 

influence has been all in favor of the 

irrational, the subconscious, the anti- 

intellectual; this faith in incantations, 

devoid of precise meaning, his faith 

4d 

n every living creature is 

Woman, Man, and Child” 

—W. H. AUDEN 

These three sides of Everyman are presented in the 

three episodes of Black Bethlehem—a subtle, intri- 

cately patterned novel of the hidden evil of modern 

society. Each part is an independent story of people 

in modern England. Taken together, they reveal the 

insecurity that is the root of all evil and that forces 

each of us to betray our ideals. 

$3.50 at all bookstores MACMILLAN 

LETTICE COOPER'S 

Black Bethlehem 

in the word-in-itself (creeds that , 
repudiated at the end of his | 

life), have been embraced 

ATUge 

themselves with sounds, lovely 
furious, that have often signifie 

ing. During certain periods 

world’s history, this private 

might have been viewed, reas nab 

enough, with an amused toleran: 

But it seems to me that the pr 

days are too grim for such 

gence; that even poets are now 

upon to face reality. Even they | 

think, should make sense; th 

sense they can possibly make 

baud, on the contrary, as his mo 

intelligent admirers are the first : 

admit, often made no sense 

unfortunately, it is his most abst 

work that has proved most influent 

Genius he was beyond doubt 

it may well be that he is an ey 

For never j 

man’s history has it been more in. 

portant that we should hold and ir. 

genius for our times. 

plement the belief which E. M 

ster attributes to Roger Fry: 

belief that man is, or rather can b 

rational, and that mind can 

should guide the passions toward 

civilization.” 

Fiery Frenchman 
CHARLES PEGUY. By Daniel Hu. 

évy. New York: Longmans, Greer 

& Co. 1947. 304 pp. $3.50. 

Reviewed by EtHet Camp Hucu! 

O WRITER ever really dies wh 

inspires a devoted researcher ti 

bring him and his work back t 

Thus Charles-Pierre Péguy, that fier 

Frenchman, one of the first of th 

French literati mown down in 19/4 

experiences a resurrection throug 

his friend Daniel Halévy in a biog 

raphy dated 1918 and reissued in 19! 

The present edition of 1947 is a 

evocative volume in a fluid, readabl 

English and a really remarkable ret: 

dering of excerpts of French vers 

Charles Péguy was truly a “fiey 

The very alliteration 

To be born in 1% 

meant to reach maturity in the hig 

excitement of a fin de siécle wor 

where anything might be expected 
happen. To Péguy it meant involve 

ment in the Dreyfus Case and a lif 

long combatting of anti-Semitism. » 

his fearless approach to the “Affaire 

Frenchman.” 

throws sparks. 

he emerged from being an obs 

young hot-head, to become one 0! 

most burning partisans of the ma: 

tyred French officer. 

Physically Péguy was a small, puf 

nacious, irascible man with a1 

capacity for attracting and keepin 
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combat, a soldier’s death. And after 

a period of silence, this book, a shin- 

would not be cribb’d, cabin’d, and ends. An early photograph shows a 

: confined in his school, or in his re- ‘und head, a vast forehead, vague 
nat ,yng whiskers along his jaw and a_iigion, or even in his socialism. He _ ing resurrection of Charles Péguy and 

rt wall, well-kept mustache above a burst away from the first two and his ideas. 

un outh with sweet but firm lines. But kept the last-named at a distance lest 

(SSC. aves are the compelling eyes of it own him. Ethel Camp Hugli, writer, transla- 

fanatic, vowed to truth and justice, This biography is a tribute from a_ tor, lecturer, has an extensive knowl- 
4 willing to go to the stake for the friend to a genius. After a life of edge of European literature. 

; ke of them. - 
™ Charles Péguy, a posthumous child, 

‘CE ang from the people and lived and fob cn 
“OH rked for their betterment. The ; 4 ; ARR 

“ial revolution was his theme and ] M 

ty abode by it all his life. His grand- 

bs other could neither read nor write. Pon siqunr€ seessseoonts ° 

% js mother was a mender of rush- POSNER 8 hails the 
Be Bttomed chairs, but, “the best one 

a ) all Orleans.” In his early maturity fi L b k ee: gent of Pears rst popu ar DoOK on 
an “MS irit found the restrictions of the i gr Be 

“* “ii-ole Normale too confining and he h d 
one i without waiting to get his di- psyc oOsOMatic me icine 
‘en oma. Later, full of his socialist Fe 4 
‘OE wed. he contracted a civil marriage b ] d th a t 
0 eV th a woman of his own political y a Ca Ing AU 01 Z y 
- ‘ “i ith, omitting the religious ceremony. 

id im Peguy wee of his life in the Ecole $6 ALF the people who call on accidents (forms of escape or self- 

For euperveure, Everything was pure KR doctors are sick in mind as punishment). 
u,faen, everything young. A young well as in body. To describe “Some 80% of all accidents, Dr. 

_ | fgocialism, a socialism still rather pon- their trouble, doctors now use the Dunbar believes, have a neurotic in _feperous, rather childish, a young man’s word psychosomatic (from the Greek basis. Many of them show a common 

. [gocialism, had just been born.” His psyche, mind, and soma, body). Last _ pattern: a timely fracture that ex- 
a yalty counted on an eternal con- week a top-rank woman practitioner _tricates the victim from a crisis. 

inuation of early friendships. of psychosomatic medicine, Dr. “Diseases, too, fall into character- 

But socialism, no longer “pure,” no Flanders Dunbar of Columbia Uni- _ istic psychosomatic patterns for Dr. 
nger “young,” finally weighed on versity’s College of Physicians and Dunbar. Diabetics are generally 
ésuy with its masses and their Surgeons, published a fascinating spoiled and jealous as children, and 
Pati insistence, its voters, its book on the subject. (Mind and develop deep-seated sexual conflicts. 

| Holllreats against the government, its Body; Random House; $3.50). Heart patients are often tense, hard- 

Greefifverlasting demands for money and _ “Psychosomatic patients do not working and ambitious. People with 
r laws in its favor. He did not leave just imagine their ailments, Dr. Dun- asthma and other allergy diseases 

é ; bar points out; they may be seriously tend to have suppressed sex desires. 
ucu party but he did withdraw and, or fatally ill of real diseases. An “In treating psychosomatic pa- 

athering his loyal comrades around upset mind, she says, can actually tients, says Dr. Dunbar, the problem 
s whij™pim, he founded Les Cahiers de la bring on or aggravate heart disease, is to ‘lighten (the patient's) self- 
her ti{f/mpuinzaine, with notable contributors diabetes, stomach ulcers, asthma, imposed sentence’.”—TIME 

o lif ch as Romain Rolland, Jaurés, tuberculosis. 

t fienfMaurras, and others. This fortnightly “The history books, Dr. Dunbar ee 
of thfwas hailed with pessimism by his hints, are full of examples of psycho- 

19] cialist friends who jeered, “Your somatic illness. British Prime Min- 

rougi/™-ahiers won’t last six months.” “We ister William Gladstone developed a 
biog-amshall see,” retorted Péguy. The pub- ‘diplomatic cold’ whenever he faced AND 

. 194{fMfication became the center of the new a difficult or distasteful debate. Eliza- 

s ag™mtellectual movement in France. It is beth Barrett, browbeaten daughter oe 
idabiq™mmpossible to exaggerate the impor- of a tyrannical father, was a bed- ae 
renfmance of the Cahiers which spread ridden invalid for 20 years—and was a 

versgmadeas profoundly stirring to the men cured almost overnight when, at the PSYCHOSOMATIC MEDICINE 

‘fiery—gpt those times as well as our own. ee Wy Sr ee ae ee _—_ 
pe d . ert Browning. In the Ode to a By DR. FLANDERS DUNBAR 

t But although Péguy remained with Nightingale, observes Dr. Dunbar, Indexed, $3.50 
e Socialist Party he did his work John Keats wrote a perfect, suc- | USE THIS CONVENIENT COUPON 
part from them. And in his intellec- cinct description of a psychosomatic ®@@@ @ @e se eae =e 
al evolution he was no longer a patient: ‘I have been half in love » tH To your bookseller, or 
hristian. “I shall fight the Chris- with easeful Death.’ RANDOM HOUSE 

rolve on religion,” he said, for his pas- “Like most psychiatrists, Dr. Dun- me 457 Maton Ave. N. Y. 

. lifefiM@ionate desire was salvation for all, bar looks for the roots of psycho- BODY. °Paychosomalie’ Movie a py SD 
~. nnd that desire could not be realized somatic illness in an unhappy child- Flanders Dunbar. The price is $3.50. 

tair'@within the confines of the Church. hood: ‘There is such a thing as 
scurmlowever, the mystic strain in the man emotional contagion. The youngest  N®™----------- 

thll™eventually catalyzed his theories of infant can be infected with fear or address... eee 
afm Orotherhood and God” with a return anger or disgust or horror apr e—catg 

t long last to the Church. easily than with the measles.’ Infect- SOD caicpeertientieecietdannictoniee Zone........ State a 

pug In a certain way Péguy suffered ed = such fears, he Gows up us O I enclose............ (postage free) [ Send COD 
x baa intellectual claustrophobia. He usually susceptible to disease and = oe ee ce mee ome wee ee SOE oe oes ee 
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Humor. Fred Allen says that H. Allen Smith is “the screwh, BMorey 

—$$—__ 

Boswell” whose pen is dedicated “to the riff and the raff ... to those who «jiMmok® 

through life fraught with insignificance.” The wacky author of “Low Ma - «(Se 

Totem Pole” has now revisited the scenes of his childhood. Since the onl; {) ; nour 

Smith can remember about the fitst twelve years of his life is that at the ao. rie 

five hz fell into an empty cistern, and at six fell out of a barn loft, Smith ; hoa 

will know what to expect from this master of irrelevant digression . . . Ame ~~ 

icans, from Mark Twain forward and backward, have always loved the wari é ae 

gag, the tall story, screwball humor, some of it good, most of it bad. Congres, S + oes 

men, it appears from “Laughing with Congress,” are no exception to the ryj a. 

a, New 

x out | 

Se 
66 ente How Corny Can You Get?” ma 

page ] 

LAUGHING WITH CONGRESS. By chamber who dips into such volume It's 
the Honorable Alexander Wiley. as “Ten Thousand Jokes, Toasts an ening 
New York: Crown Publishers. Stories for All Occasions.” The gep.\ memb: 

1947. 228 pp. $3. tlemen who are entrusted with th often 
welfare of the nation are not above tired-' 

Reviewed by LEE Rocow reciting the most outrageously which 

gags as charming bits of autobiog.fM course 

} fis HEARD of Senators with gui- raphy. and sé 
tars and Senators with cowboy Well, you can’t get mad at tha all kr 

boots, but this is the first time I’ve Almost anybody who wants to hie been 

come across one who has a gag file. funny in public finds himself doin hen r 

The Honorable Alexander Wiley, Re- that once in a while. And it’s harm and sl 

publican Senator from Wisconsin, is to blame the members for a littjg ah da 
a sure-enough joke collector. He has’ polite plagiarism when you read thge ant! 

crowded into this collection darn near unhappy jokes they make up them-—]™ /igion! 

every joke of, by, and for Congress. selves: Whi 

In his introduction the Senator as- currer 

sures us he has done his best to “keep Senator Long: “I ask consent fof corny 

the humor politically balanced,” but 3, 74010, address of mine to HI The 
he constantly slips in his own arch- good speech it is, too.” the H 

conservative polities like a file into a Senator Robinson: “It couldn} consin 
convict’s cake. be a good speech if the Senator fron Their 

While I am not impressed by the Louisiana made it. p Child: 

gentleman's claims to objectivity, I The author, by the way, fancia 7 oe 

am full of admiration for the way he himself a tricky fellow in the repartee” 
does his homework. It happens I've Gepartment, and quotes generous! 
been callousing my thumb on joke from himself to prove it. I'm afraii 
books for the past eighteen months; even his campaign manager couldn‘ 
I speak with the voice of experience 

when I say Senator Wiley has spent 
a lot of time in the laugh library. CA 

There are jokes here about elections, age 
politicians, legislative processes, office and s 

procedure, ladies in Congress, feuds on wh 
among the members, party politics, is gol 

and even a brace of gags from the wraps 

constituents. There’s a sprinkling of 
quotes from Artemus Ward, Will I will 

Rogers, and a very funny chap named out lo 

Lincoln. ; becau. 

On the whole, the Senator’s laugh a dec 
average is about the same as that of and b 
other joke books—ten baddies to one is not 
goodie—and fifty light years behind 

the standards of a Bennett Cerf job. But, h 
The most revealing portions of the my fil 

book are those dealing with jokes my h 
made by members of Congress on the that 1 
floor. It turns out Senator Wiley is and o 
not the only fellow in the upper the w 
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up a-convincing giggle for the 

kamples included, which are what 

forey Amsterdam describes as “no- 
Boke jokes.” 

vyOrn 

; Senator Tobey: “Will the Sena- 

© «or from Wisconsin please pro- 

® nounce Bretton Woods correctly? 
4 It jangles my nerves to hear it 

called Bray-ton Woods.” 
Senator Wiley: “I thank the Sen- 

ator, but I am not so sure he is cor- 
rect. It depends on whether one is 

» in Wisconsin, New Hampshire, on 
© the high seas, or in Britain, Brit- 
© tany or elsewhere. I am sorry the 
' Senater’s nerves are so tender. 

Senator Tobey: “If the Senator 
were to call it Bray-ton Woods in 
New Hampshire, he might not come 
out alive.” 

Senator Wiley: “I do not care to 
enter into that discussion.” 

a foeit heh 

I'm not making this up. It’s on 

: page 145. 

It’s interesting, in a kind of sick- 

ening way, to note how often the 

Fmembers of Congress tell, and how 

foften Mr. Wiley quotes, the kind of 

itired-out and tasteless wheeze in 

which a colored man (named Mose, of 

course) gets up at a revival meeting 

and says, “Bruddern and sistern, you 

all knows and I knows dat I ain’t 

been what I orter been. I’se robbed 

hen roosts and tole lies and got drunk 

and slashed folks with my razor, but 

ah danks de Lord der is one thing I 

ain't nebber done; I ain’t lost my re- 

ligion!”’ 

Which furnishes an answer to the 

current Broadway question, “How 

corny can you get?” 

The book, I notice, is dedicated “‘To 

the Happiness of the People of Wis- 

consin and of All America; and of 

Their Children and Their Children’s 

» Children.” 

Mr. Wiley, it would appear, plans 

to be in office a long time. 

Charlie Sands 
By Margaret Stavely 

CANNOT be with Charlie 

again. They say he’s dead, 

and so the rapture in his hands 

on which my senses fed 

is gone, and solitude of rivers 

wraps up in me instead. 

Sands 

I will not grieve for Charlie Sands 

out loud, and mourn his name, 

because for me the world demands 

a decent show of shame, 

and branding Charlie with my guilt, 

is not my kind of game. 

But, having known one Charlie Sands, 
my first, alas, my last, 

my heart, the vagrant, understands 

that what came once went fast, 

and only babies chase with tears 
the unreturning past. 
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Hero’s Return 

LO, THE FORMER EGYPTIAN! By 

H. Allen Smith. New York: Dou- 

bleday & Co. 1947. 212 pp. $2. 

Reviewed by RicHarp A. CorRDELL 

R many years H. Allen Smith 

harbored a fawning adoration for 

Theodore Dreiser and his books. When 

he recently read for the first time the 

novelist’s “A Hoosier Holiday,” a 

solemn account of an automobile tour 

HUMOR 
of his native state in 1915, he deter- 

mined to revisit scenes of his early 

years in Ohio, Indiana, and Illinois 

“Lo, the Former Egyptian!” is the 

amusing record of this journey—o! 

ostensibly so; as a matter of fact, it 

is one part Midwest Holiday and nine 

parts digression. To use his own 

phrase, his memories form a sort of 

goofy montage. The title is more sen- 

sible than it appears: Smith was born 

in the southernmost part of Illinois, 

which is called Egypt, and which at 

one time or another was also the home 

of other celebrities—Borah, Pontiac, 

aaeeenieaiil 

Just published! 
FUNK & WAGNALLS 

STANDARD HANDBOOK 
OF SYNONYMS, 
ANTONYMS AND 

PREPOSITIONS 
By JAMES C. FERNALD, L.H.D. 

New Revised and Enlarged Edition by the 
Funk & Wagnalls Editorial Staff 

ELDOM do two synonyms have identical meanings. The 
ideal synonym handbook, therefore, is one that not only 

lists a group of synonyms, but compares their definitions and 
usages and shows how a word is related to, yet differs from, all 
other words in the same group. Fernald’s STANDARD HAND- 
BOOK OF SYNONYMS uses this method. Authors, speakers, 
letterwriters have found it for 
more than 30 years an indispen- 
sable guide for selecting exactly 
the right word to use to make 
their meaning clear and exact. 
Now completely revised. 

*® 8,000 synonyms 

© 4,000 antonyms 

® the correct use of 

prepositions 

® Index of Synonyms 

® Index of Antonyms 

515 pages. 

ONLY $3.00 at your bookstore 

Together on your book- 
shelf — The Funk & 
Wagnalls New College 
Standard Dictionary, 

EM’ePHAe TYPE Edi- 

tion and Standard Hand- 

book of Synonyms, Anto- 

nyms and Prepositions. 

FUNK & WAGNALLS 

COMPANY 

153 East 24th Street 

New York 10 
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Bryan, Ingersoll, Mike Romanoff, and 

the creators of Moon Mullins and 

Popeye. 

Although not a series of contre- 

temps, the peregrination was not so 

triumphant as he had foreseen it. He 

discovered that he lacks Thomas 

Wolfe’s ability to remember incidents 

and feelings of his didy days—al- 

though he proved that he could go 

home again and survive radiantly. 

Unlike Dreiser he could not churn 

with emotion as he stood in front of 

boyhood homes. He hunted up the 

Idle Hour, a pleasure resort near 

Huntington, Indiana, where he had 

spent the happiest hours of his youth; 

but all he found was a rectangular 

clearing with a placid nannygoat 

chewing a vulgar cud. When he auto- 

ANAIS NIN’S 
writings are 

adventures of the 
mind 

-_—-wswoewoeweowerwewrweww 
le 

From the moment 
an aware reader 
opens this novel 
he finds himself 
in a new world of 
wider dimensions 
and deeper feel- 
ings. He does 
more than ob- 
serve Miss Nin’s 
characters in action. The reader shares and 
lives every emotion, every thought—every 
dream. 

Rebecca West has hailed Anais Nin as a 
“real and unmistakable genius.” She has 
won high praise from Edmund Wilson, Kay 
Boyle, William Carlos Williams and many 
others. How justified this praise is will be 
clear to you as you read’ CHILDREN OF 
THE ALBATROSS. Seldom has the am- 
bivalence of adolescence, the drive toward 
adult independence coupled with a hunger 
for the child’s security, been conveyed with 
such depth and clarity. 

CHILDREN 

of the 

ALBATROSS 
by ANAIS NIN 

author of “Ladders to Fire,” “Under a Glass 

Beil,” etc. 

At all bookstores $2.75 

E. P. DUTTON & CO. 
NEW YORK 10, N. Y. 

38 

graphed his books in an Indianapolis 

department store, Spike Jones at the 

same hour in the music section stole 

his hour of glory from him. He found 

his home town in the process of hon- 

oring another native son, the national 

commander of the American Legion. 

As a final anticlimax his many rela- 

tives could not agree on his birth- 

place, and there was considerable 

uncertainty about the year of his 

birth. 

Most of the digressions are delight- 

ful anecdotes, historical asides, ex- 

amination of the Sinatra and Dale 

Carnegie daffiness, Leacock-like es- 

says on pool halls, staying with rela- 

tives, Indiana literature, small-town 

jeurnalism, gating habits, gaudy 

funerals, etc. Throughout is a con- 

tinuous needling of affectation and 

snobbishness, and his wife makes 

many peppery and waspish comments 

on the Hero’s Return. Almost the only 

serious lines in the book are devoted 

to praise of the American Guide 

Series, courtesy of WPA. His account 

of his parents is affectionate but un- 

sentimental. His fantastic suggestions 

for improving the Indianapolis Speed- 

way races will appeal to every driver 

of an automobile. 

There are H. Allen Smith enthusi- 

asts who relish every wacky line he 

writes; there are others who like him 

up to a certain point. Readers in this 

second group will probably prefer 

this pleasant little autobiographical 

fragment to his other books. There 

is an agreeable restraint which in no 

way dampens his natural exuberance, 

and he nearly always remembers that 

it is better to tell four-fifths of a joke 

than six-fifths. 

If this reviewer may also digress, 

he would inform the H. Allen Smith 

zealots that the war deprived ther 

of an amusing satire in 1939. Smit 

“Mr. Klein’s Kampf” was printed ap; 

in process of distribution when th, 

Nazi armies invaded Poland. Th; 

preposterous story of an expert min; 

who passes himself off as Hit) 

Egypt as Charles Dickens Saw It. 

London and Paris was never 

nically published, for suddenly ham 

strident little man with the tooth. # vimty 
brush mustache was no longer funn; ot Mi 
but a sickening and frightening men. the 
ace to the whole world. Overnish; wane 
just before the day of publication th: ar 

book became painfully out of date aa 
e 
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THE LITTLE BOOK OF LIMEpR. Cer 

ICKS. By H. I. Brock. New York little 

Duell, Sloane, & Pearce. 1947. 117 but o 

pp. $1. depen 

Reviewed by Bast. DAvENport po 

RAVELY defying the convention Jp Wil! ! 
statement that all the best limer. J him. ! 

icks are dirty, Mr. Brock has mac ferrec 

a collection of limericks where, a: §& point 
he says, he has leaned over back- Brock 

ward to avoid anything that might There 

offend the fastidious, and has graced JF who 

it with various bits of scholarly re- if 

search into the history of the T 
form. It is probably true that But t 

or certainly most, of the best lim- so 

ericks, and indeed most of the best 1, 
jokes. are dirty; humor rests or 

incongruity, and nothing is mor There 

incongruous than certain aspects Who 

the way in which life is carried on : 

Or, as Bergson says, we laugh at a But t 

man acting not under the rule of his & 

own will, but, for instance, slipping allow 
on the ice, or drunk; our more robust eure 

but 

liners 

genul 

Bishe 

York 

No 

litera 

lake 

rick 

if y 

and 1 

poult 

of | 
songs 

The 

sectic 

livid 
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Spell 

Song 

And 
his § 
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ates 
—From “Lo, the Former Egyftic’ vou 

Lime 
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neestors laughed not merely at the 

sntoxicated but at the insane; and 

what is love but another insanity, 

that blinded Phaedra and lost the 
world for Cleopatra—and that drove 

such dignified characters as the Bey 

of Algiers, the Bishop of Birming- 

ham, or the Magdalen Dean of Di- 
yinity (whose adventures you will 

not find in Mr. Brock’s chaste pages) 

to their surprising adventures? But, 

‘¢ most of the best jokes are dirty, 
, are most of the worst; a dull, 

jirty limerick can be drearier than 

the Old Monk of Siberia (who, in 

his more discreet form, appears here): 

ind so, as Dr. Johnson said about 

S birching and learning, what you lose 

at one end you gain at the other. 
Certainly, this is an entertaining 

little collection. It contains a few, 

put only a few, of the oddities that 

depend on spelling, and those mostly 

ingenious; and it is safe to say that 

even the most enthusiastic collector 

will find here some that are new to 

him. Everyone will have his own pre- 

ferred versions, not merely from the 

point of view of dirt, either. Mr. 

Brock’s 

| There was a young man of Hong Kong 
Who invented a topical song. 

It wasn’t the words 
That bothered the birds 

But the horrible double ontong— — 

is surely much more effective in the 

form 

There was a young man of Boulogne 
Who invented a topical song. 

It was not the words 
That frightened the birds 

But the horrible double entendre— — 

allowing the reader to bark his own 

shins over the French pronunciations. 

But this is cavilling. From the lazy- 

liners of Lear and the verbal in- 

genuities of Carolyn Wells, to Morris 

Bishop’s contribution to The New 

Yorker, the best of the clean limer- 

ks are well represented. 

Not so much can be said for the 

literary history involved. Mr. Brock 

makes valiant efforts to discover lim- 

ericks in the lyrics of. Shakespeare 

(if you take a word out of the text 

and make it a stage direction), in the 

poulter’s measure, and in the iambics 

of Gilbert’s “Grosvenor Gallery” 

songs, none of which, frankly, will do. 

| The surprising thing is that one of the 

sections into which these verses are 

livided, according to subject-matter, 

is headed “Dealers in Magic and 

Spells’ — from Gilbert’s “Sorcerer’s 

Song,” which is in pure limericks. 

And if Mr. Brock had remembered 

his Stalky, he would have found two 

pbleces of evidence in one; he hesi- 

tates to accept the refrain “Oh, won’t 

you come, come up, come up... to 

Limerick,” said to be sung between 

NOVEMBER 22. 1947 
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above his breath, “Oh, you 

come up, come up”? 

And in the back numbers of Punch 

he might have found his French lim- 

ericks signed by Du Maurier, and 

set his doubts at rest. But he de- 

serves thanks for having found them, 

in whatever source, and for adding 

the Gendarme de Nanteuil, the Jeune 

Fille de Tours, and the Marin Nau- 

fragé de Doncastre, to the Young 

Man of Detroit (who knew a good 

thing when he saw it), the Young 

Man of Thermopylae (who couldn't 

do anything properly), and all the 

rest of the great company with whom 

we happily take the road to Limerick 

limericks at convivial parties; and won't 

he says of his French limericks 

merely that they are “quoted by 

Carolyn Wells” and probably by “the 

author of ‘Trilby’. But you remem- 

ber that when King challenged Beetle 

to mention one single fact concern- 

ing Dr. Johnson, Beetle (beginning 

at the second line) “proceeded with 

the text of an old Du Maurier draw- 

ing in a back number of Punch: 

De tous ces défunts cockolores 
Le moral Fénélon, 
Michel Ange et Johnson 

(Le Docteur) sont les plus 
bores. 

To which Howell, 

awful 

wooingly, just 

In London in the Twenties, there was a gifted young 

Englishman ae who decided upon a literary career. The 

first few : things he wrote were, to be as honest as 

good... he’s glad to forget about them he is, not so ““4* 

now... but when he started writing about himself, and his 

attempts to become a writer, he turned out to be very good indeed. 

oa and Sh a dow a! could be called 

Christopher Isherwood’s autobiography ... except . . . that 

Isherwood is so completely a story-teller he couldn’t stick to the 

facts. His characters, who are his friends, ran away with the book 

and turned it into a novel. Several of these friends are now just 

as famous as Ch, Ss lop hy dD, AL weed 

himself, and you will enjoy penetrating their not too 

heavy disguises. Their doings make reading as 

diverting as anything Isherwood later wrote. If you 

liked “Prater Violet” or “The Berlin Stories” you'll want to get 

to know Isherwood himself through “‘Lions & Shadows.” You'll 

find him quite as engaging as a personality as he is exceptional 

as a writer. “Lions & Shadows” has just been published for the 

first time in this country and costs $3. Ask your bookseller to 

let you sample a few pages. That will do it. 

wo ruru aver... Ce Ifew Dereiona rok 
ALSO BY ISHERWOOD: THE BERLIN STORIES ($3.50) THE MEMORIAL ($2.75) 
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(Continued from page 15) 

cynically one might grasp the motives 

by which an establishment like this 

might be run, it remained for its old 

habitués one of the pleasantest places 

in the world.” In the end her lover 

tells her that he is going to Europe 

because “I hate everything that is 

going on in the U.S... . the fat liv- 

ing makes me wild, the spending 

makes me sick,” and she agrees with 

him: but for her there is no such 

escape. . 

“East Side, West Side” may, of 

course, find favor with a large public 

for the perfectly good reason that it 

describés with gusto, with vivacity, 

and in detail whole chunks of Man- 
hattan life. As an animated travel- 

ogue-cum-etiquette-book it is highly 

successful. Few writers could do this 

sort of thing one-half as well as Mar- 

cia Davenport does it: though, to be 

A magnificent panorama 
of Midwestern life and 

history ...as revealed by 
the picturesque homes of its 
famous men and women 

HISTORIC 
MIDWEST 
HOUSES 

By JOHN DRURY 

@ 141 superb photographs com- 
bine with an exciting text to form 

a handsome record of some of the 
most treasured examples of native 

American architecture . . . homes 
that tell their own stories, taking 
us inside the varied lives their 
owners led far from the glare of 
fame. $5.00, at all bookstores 

THE UNIVERSITY OF MINNESOTA PRESS 
Minneapolis 14 
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sure, few serious writers would care 

to try. As an attack upon materialist 

living; which it so often pretends to 

be, it can hardly be called a success. 

With neither sufficient detachment on 

the one hand, nor sufficient conviction 

on the other, it launches itself upon 

one of the main streams of American 

fiction—indeed, one might say of 

American thought. But main streams 

are full of dangers for the innocent 

or the undecided navigator; and “East 

Side, West Side,” as a serious novel, 

is scarcely afloat before the exacting 

waters run it hard aground. 

Orgy in Vermont 

THE TAMARACK TREE. By How- 

ard Breslin. New York: Whittlesey 

House. 1947. 438 pp. $3. 

Reviewed by JoHN LYDENBERG 

HIS is the Literary Guild’s latest 

entry into the historical novel 

sweepstakes. The tamarack tree 

(larch, to the uninitiated) stood iso- 

lated in a huge clearing high on Strat- 

ton Mountain in Vermont. Here the 

lordly Daniel Webster made a two- 

hour oration before some twenty 

thousand Vermonters at one of the 

mass rallies of the frenzied log-cabin 
and hard-cider campaign of 1840. And 

the alcohol in the cider released the 

emotions and convention-bound in- 

hibitions of many reticent farmers, to 

provide the proper romance and trag- 

edy for this costume drama. 

“The Tamarack Tree” mixes all the 

accepted ingredients according to the 

accepted formula. Several unrelated 

plots culminate at the great three- 

day orgy. A glib peddler of patent 

medicines makes a killing from the 

unwary merrymakers, and another 

killing at poker—but his heart of gold 

cannot be hidden even by his elab- 

orate Shakespearian rhetoric. The 

daughter of the Congregational Min- 

ister is wooed by the son of the rich 

sawmill owner and the son of a sturdy 

farmer; not until the farmer’s son has 

been seriously wounded in a duel 

are the various misunderstandings 

straightened out to allow true love to 

run into its correctly smooth channel. 

The duel arises from a cider-inspired 

misunderstanding with a very South- 

ern Virginia Whig who has, to his 

surprise, been seduced by a Vermont 

lass whose reputed Puritanism he 

was gingerly testing. After the duel 

the correct Virginian presents his re- 

spects and hopes for a quick recovery, 

before riding off for a last visit to 

that surprising lass. The violence be- 

neath the stolid rural surface breaks 

into red horror when a _ cuckolded 

husband plots successfully to catch the 

lovers in the violated bed and 

their life blood upon the wa! 

through the woods before an 

posse, and is himself horribly n 

by a wounded bear. And, in 

stereotyped scene of real socia! 

nificance, a drunken sawmill 

smashes to twisted scrap the glits, 

ing new circular saw that wu 

pride of his penny-pinching, 

bitten employer. 

Maybe that is unfair to the nov 

After all, the ingredients are stand; 

because they make a palatable cai 

and when properly blended they ay 

unobtrusive. So it is with this nove) 

It is pleasant, readable, and unpre. 

tentious. The characters are types, by 

well cast types. The backwoods 3. 

mosphere rings true, and the _ ines. 

capable and versatile Vermont “f. 

yah” is effectively used on almos 

every page to accentuate the typi 

New England understatement. 

Best of all, the political campaign 

is well-interpreted. The 1840 election 

with its meaningless “Tippecanoe an¢ 

Tyler too” chant, sets the pattern { 

future -American elections run by anj 

for parties of professionals. Mr. Bres. 

lin shows clearly the excited partisan- 

ship of gullible voters; the cynicall 

effective slogans, songs, and rumor 

invented by the managers; the dema- 

gogic appeal to the poor man to sup- 

port a party organized by the banker; 

and industrialists; the bread and cir- 

cuses obscuring if not obliterating th, 

real issues. 

Mr. Breslin has steered a 

course. Because the novel makes n 

cance, it cannot justly be criticized for 

its manifest shortcomings on _ thos 

scores. Because the romance and the 

melodrama are reasonably modulated 

FRASER YOUNG'S 

LITERARY CRYPT: NO. 231) 

A cryptogram is writing in cipher. | 
Every letter is part of a code that 
remains constant throughout the 
puzzle. Answer No. 231 will be| 
found in the next issue. 

EDO UAZUOJJVAZJ AQ EDO 

LOTW TIO EDO UAZUOJJVAZJ | 

AQ QOTI.—ONYAZN SCIWO. 

Answer to Literary Crypt No. 23! 

To believe only possibilities, is not 
faith, but mere philosophy. 

SIR THOMAS BROWNE 
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e sex held within the bounds of 

neteenth-century Vermont, and the 

miliar details of small-town life ac- 

rate and solid, the critic is not 

smpted to use this novel as text for 

Jecture on the spurious and facti- 

Sus romances flooding the market. 

lo. 1 Boy 

HE INDEFINITE RIVER. By Pres- 

ton Schoyer. New York: Dodd, 

Mead & Co. 1947. 325 pp. $3. 

Reviewed by GorDDEN LINK 

RESTON SCHOYER’S long first 

novel, “The Foreigners,” which 

ppeared in 1942, still ranks among 

e best books ever written on China. 

is style and his thinking have now 

heen hardened by four more years 

the Orient, principally behind the 

ines in East China as an air Officer 

iding the escape of Allied personnel. 

e makes of “The Indefinite River” 

yn adventure in shared experience. 

9 anyone familiar with Allied intel- 

igence activities during World War 

I, the figure of Lieutenant Colonel 

rest L. Crump, promoted and dec- 

prated for his arrogant and consistent 

abotage of American undercover 

nlans, is frighteningly real. As are 

the various Chinese generals with 

thom Captain Davis Russell, Crump’s 

subordinate, has to work. And the 

vorried Navy lieutenant, liaison with 

he Tai Li intelligence organization, 

ho obviously had a twin brother at 

pvery overseas station. And every old 

hina hand carries a Nina Lee deep 

n his heart. 

“The Indefinite River” is ostensibly 

he story of a quiet American lawyer 

of thirty-nine, stationed as an intel- 

ligence officer in an obscure Chinese 
own where, though the Japanese are 

pnly thirty miles away, the principal 

struggle is between the Kuomintang 

pnd the Communists. Davis works des- 

perately to accomplish his mission, the 

ollection of 

enemy and maintenance of friendly 

iaison with the Chinese. But he is 

iamstrung by the self-interest and 

stupidity of his colonel, the haphazard 

andirection of the higher echelons, 

snd the machinations of Chinese mili- 

ary politics. He bears the brunt of 

suspicions directed against his beau- 

iful secret agent, Nina, with whom 

e falls in love. Finally he is dis- 

redited and recalled. So the chronic 

eader of escapist literature will be 

perfectly happy with all the in- 

gredients of his standard fare. Ac- 

ually, however, this is a pungent 
arrative of atmosphere and character 

n an incredible situation which the 

author makes casually inevitable. The 

eynote comes from Nina’s description 

(OVEMBER 22, 1947 

of the Wu Ting Ho, the indefinite 

river “. . . like life, nothing certain 

nothing definite.” And in a chaotic, 

uncertain land, against all odds, in- 

cluding those of his conventional 

stateside background, his rigid hon- 

esty, and his overpowering love, Davis 

Russell tries to turn the chaotic 

stream of his life into “a river that 

reaches the sea.” 

Those who know the East sneer at 

facile books by journalists who spend 

a month at the Cathay Mansions in 

Shanghai and, if the rains come, 
bravely take a rickshaw _ across 

the flooded street to the French 

Club. They demand the real thing. 

They remember the fellow feeling 

they got from “The Foreigners” and, 

FICTION 

until the staggering bonanza of a 

half dozen books in one year from 

Robert Payne, they have been af- 

fectionately devouring magazine arti- 

cles written or ghosted by Emmanuel 

Larsen, the Great White Father of 

Old China Hands. Now Preston 

Schoyer once more brings back 

everything they left behind and tells 

them a rousing story, to boot. Further- 

more, as he pilloried the self-centered 

foreigners in his first book, he now, 

by way of premium, tilts at all mili- 

tary stupidity and at the venal opera- 

tions of the Chinese government. 

Preston Schoyer must be regarded 

as our Number One Boy in China 

fiction. He has come dangerously 

close to writing a great novel. 

information about the - 

Fiction — Kenneth Roberts 

Humor — Fronklin P. Adams 

Politico! Papers. — Arthur Krock 

THE PROSE WRITERS OF AMERICA 
By Rufus Wilmot Griswold 

omoo By Hermon Melville 

INAUGURAL DISCOURSE: 
Delivered at Williams College 

By Mork Hopkins 

“SPOT” RESOLUTIONS ON THE 
MEXICAN WAR 

By Abrohom Lincoln 

THE MEXICAN WAR: Speech at 
Whig Stete Convention 

By Danie! Webster 

YEAR OF CONSOLATION 
By Mrs Butler, late Fonny Kemble 

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY 
OF NATURAL HISTORY 

By Lovis Agossiz 

you read = 

RECENTLY — the books which 
provoked these reviews? 

OW an unique idea in book publishing makes it possible for you to reed— 
just as they came from the presses of 1847—the best. writings of « 

pee yu ago. Here are books that have lived because they were soundly built 
and because they had something to say to succeeding generations. 

100 YEARS AGO 
American Writing of 1847 

The Centenary Series in American Literature 
Edited by Jomes Playsted Wood with the following 

Advisory Editorial Committee: 

History — H. J. Corman 

Poetry — Edger Lee Masters 

Journalism — Bruce Bliven 

Belles Lettres — Robert Van Gelder 

Brought together in the first volume of The Centenary Series in American 
Literature are the vivid and contrasting life experiences written into poems, 
novels, diaries. speeches by articulate Americans of a century ago. 

CONTENTS 

POEMS By Rolph Waldo Emerson 

POEMS, SECOND SERIES 
By Williom Ellery Chonning 

EVANGELINE 
By Henry Wodsworth Longfellow 

THE DRAMA IN POKERVILLE 
By JM. Pield 

LOCKE AMSDEN 
By Judge D. P. Thompson 

THE HISTORY OF THE a or 
PERU (The story of ectuel 
Conquest) 

By Williom Prescott 

THE CRATER: or VULCAN'S PEAK 
By James Fenimore Cooper 

THE BATTLE OF = VISTA 
By Nothanie! Niles 

Variety -— convenience — authenticity — in 518 pages 
2 full page illustrations, including 6 woodcuts by Letterio Calapai 

$s go at your bookstore 

FUNK & WAGNALLS COMPANY 



CHICHICASTENANGO AND THE BIG DITCH 

URING the war, when the bot- 

tom dropped out of every- 

body’s tourist business, Pan- 

ama was busy entertaining 60,000 

civilian employees ‘and GI’s stationed 

in the Canal Zone. It was the big- 

gest tourist boom the country ever 

had, and on the experience of those 

war years Panama decided to build 

a new tourist industry. The first 

step was to build a good hotel. A 

new $6,000,000, 400-room edifice will 

be ready in Panama City next win- 

ter. On Taboga Island, twelve miles 

away by motor launch, a former base 

for PT boats has already been con- 

verted into a tourist center with room 

for 350. 

Plans are afoot to fly and sail tour- 

ists up among the 365 San Blas is- 

lands, which are inhabited by 20,000 

San Blas Indians who wear gold nose 

rings and earrings. These Wworthies 

are said to be the purest bred tribe 

in the Western Hemisphere. To keep 

things that way, all strangers must 

be off the islands by 5:00 p.m. 

Arrangements are’also made to visit 

the Choco tribes down in the Darien : 

jungles whom the Spaniards called 

tree dwellers. The Chocos have come 

down to earth since those early days, 

and now live in houses built on stilts 

to avoid the twenty-foot tide along the 

river banks where they choose to 

frome 

' 

inate: Miniaiies <ite. foster taeeee "SR RCI EEN 

live. Choco women wear sarongs held 

together by a contraption of knots. 

Above the waist they wear nothing 

but paint, which is applied in geo- 

metric patterns, the designs matching 

those of their husbands. Only chiefs 

may paint themselves with triangles. 

Choco men wear silver arm-length 

bracelets, silver earrings, a buster 

brown haircut with black bangs, and 

to top it all off, a red hibiscus flower 

high on the head. They are active 

traders, the items most tempting to 

them being evaporated milk, salt, and 

five-and-ten lipsticks. 

Although I can attest that my own 

doctor. of dental surgery will fail to 

find the method novel, Guayami In- 

dians who live in Chiriqui sculpture 

their teeth to a point by holding a 

rock behind each tooth, meanwhile 

whacking away at the edges with a 

chisel. Strengthens them, they say. 

Panamanians, who are descendants 

of the Spaniards, have a culture all 

their own. On festive days the women 

still wear beautiful costumes called 

polleras. And in the hinterlands, as 

yet uninvaded by Sears, Roebuck, 
the men retain their montunos— 

fringed culottes worn with loose-fit- 

ting blouses. There are also classic 

tours from the Republic of Panama 

into the Canal Zone, a narrow strip 

which is owned by the republic and 

—PAA Photo. 
“, .. in the hinterlands, as yet uninvaded by Sears, Roebuck.” 
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leased to the United Stat 

administration of the canal 

In Guatemala, north of 

and about four air hours out 

Orleans, half the population 

bred Indian. Guatemala Cit) 

and modern because it wa 

after earthquakes in 1917 

The country’s biggest tourist 

tion is Chichicastenange, w} 

made popular through the ré 

of its famous Indian market 

lyrical tribute composed by 

Alley exposing its allure. C} 

hundred miles northwest of th 

via a paved road that pas 

exercises in tongue and p 

Tontonicapan, Huehuetenan; 

Momostenango. The elevatior 

city is 6,500 feet, it was founded af 

a battle in 1524 by some 

Mayans, and has a comfortab| 

called the Mayan Inn. Sunday 

Thursdays are market days, 

event 

convene in the plaza, burn 

wear all manner of colorful c 

and sell everything from a tabl 

suitable for a bridge and lu 

to a bottle of aguardiente 

‘Vodka as white, hot, and re 
as if it had been distilled 

USSR 

Fun in L. A. 

...AND POINTS SOUTH. By 0 

and Olivia Meeker. New Yor! 

dom House. 1947. 336 pp. $3 

Reviewed by CassIANo NUNES 

HE DAYS seem to have gon 

Europeans and hurried An 

after short trips to Latin 

expressed brief, disdainful, an 

definite opinions about the Sp 

and Portuguese-speaking A 

Republics. Even scholars used 

with presumption and scorn 

major weaknesses of Latin A 

Fortunately, the situation tod 

completely changed, and th 

temptuous attitude of the det 

(typified by the intellectual G 

Le Bon) is now vehement!: 

demned by the true connois 

Latin-American culture both 

United States and in Europe. 

During the last few year: 

books have been published 

United States dealing with 

America. “. .. And Points S 

different from all others for it 

pretend to be either scientific « 

eal. Its aim is only to capt 

picturesque, the amusing, and | 

morous aspects of Latin A 

life. I must confess that I 

heartily while reading it. 

The .book’s subtitle, “Ten 
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slightly Irreverent Observation of 

e in Latin America,” explains it 

By well. And, for once, so does the 

st jacket blurb which notes that 

their ten-months’ trip the “authors 

Pur pre feasted, intimidated, awed, fat- 

’ SS od, pursued, bitten, over-estimated 

d. once, jailed. ... They were very 

.asionally bored, unusually non- 

, fbyssed, and continually diverted.” 

“Gis goes for the reader, too. 
n this impressionistic book so full 
gentle caricatures you may find 

re and there a strong commentary. 

he authors give a truthful account 

some peculiarities and eccentricities 

the Latin-American people, but 
account is in no way offensive. I 

ght add, however, that with more 
me and patience far more valuable 

terial could have been collected. 

here are in the lands of the South 

sny strange and unusual things 

ich I would have liked to see criti- 

ed, ridiculed, and “destroyed by 

ghter,” as Ecga de Queiros would 

», Unfortunately, on the subject of 

azilian politics, only Congressman 

rreto Pinto was picked out, a great 

audeville’ number, no doubt. The 

eekers would have found ample 

m for fun in a Brazilian laborite, 

illiterate councilman, a fraudulent 

ection. 

Cassiano Nunes, native of Sao Paulo, 

azil, is a Pan American Airways 

| Pavel fellowship winner now study- 

3y Ode g American literature at Miami 

‘k: ROWMDhio) University. 

*“S INo Place Like It 
ne whe 

erica E RAINBOW REPUBLICS: Cen- 
hn tral America. By Ralph Hancock. 

d yrathqgmeNew York: Coward-McCann Ince. 

Spans 947. 305pp. $4. 

ALF WAY TO HEAVEN. By Jean 

Hersey. New York: Prentice-Hall 

Inc. 1947. 304 pp. $3.75. 

day h@Reviewed by ARTHUR GooDFRIEND 

nfm! ALPH HANCOCK has written a 

- streamlined Baedeker on Guate- 
hla) El Salvador, Honduras, Nic- 

agua, Costa Rica, and Panama. He 

ims these Rainbow Republics “pack 

thin their narrow borders more 

turesque color, more interests for 

e traveler than any similar area in 

ame world.” This reviewer, recently 
4, qgeemned from his second global voy- 
eh _maee and, more recently, a motor tour 

; Latin. America, does not believe 

ere ig a similar area in the world. 

hat doesn’t signify disagreement with 

mcock’s claim; Guatemaia, alone, 

bre than measures up to it. 

uatemala is what Jean Hersey 

scribes enthusiastically in “Half 
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Where Hancock is Way to Heaven.” 
as terse as a bank statement, Hersey 

goes overboard into a lush descrip- 

tion of personal adventures which 

range from a hunt for a calendar in 

Guatemala City—the point being that 

no one in Guatemala gives a hoot 

about time so the calendar is hard to 

find—to taking a bath in a resort ho- 

tel. Here she repeats the old routine 

about the plumbing problems cleanly 

Americans face everywhere in this 

unsanitary world, everywhere, of 

course, but in the USA. Mrs. Hersey 

had a swell time, learned a lot, met 

loads of interesting people and tells 

all in the _ travel-is-so-broadening 

spirit. She names names, hotels, prices 

and puts a heap of interesting facts 

and figures into the mouths of her 

Latin acquaintances who slip it to 

you in their quaint English. 

Mrs. Hersey really got around, in- 

cluding Todos Santos, a Mayan hide- 

away in the Cuchamatanes Mountains 

where few Americans ever bother to 

go. She did, which is more than others 

who have written about it have done. 

Chief flaw in the Hersey approach is 

that once again Latins are dished up 

as queer, impractical folk, oozing 

the old “manana” mood—charming, 

but—to be blunt about it — dumb. 

We wish some Latin would motor 

through the American sticks, and do 

a piece about some of our own char- 

acters and expose our own plumbing 

headaches. Just to even up the score. 

Mr. Hancock wastes no time with 

personal goings on. He wraps his ma- 

terial into neat packages, labeled lodg- 

ing, food and drink, the arts, and so 

on. Each chapter is heavy with meat, 

too much for any one meal but some- 

thing to keep nibbling at along the 

Central American trail. It contains a 

lubricant for every possible point of 

friction; tells where to stay, what to 

pay, how to get along with people. 

Like the Army’s GI guides, “The 

Rainbow Republics” occasionally 

strays from fact or omits something 

important. For example, Mr. Han- 

cock praises the letter of credit as 

a good way to handle the money 

problem. Actually it is an expensive 

time waster that prevents travelers 

from taking advantage of free ex- 

change, generally better than the 

banks. He doesn’t mention some of 

the best hotels or pensions—the Mari- 

chal, for instance, in Tegucigalpa. 

There is no mention of Managua, 

Nicaragua’s most exciting sight—Ca- 

hualinca, with its footprints of seven- 

teen Indians and a pig, baked in mud 

and possibly the oldest trace of man 

in South America. Nor does he men- 

tion, among the shopping scoops, Sal- 

vador’s specialty, the miniature statues 

(sorpresas) made in Ilopango. And 

how he could visit Salvador and not 

BOOKED FOR TRAVEL 

write about its delicious 

cheese or meat baked inside a tortilla 

—is a mystery that darkens what is 

otherwise a good, bright book. 

pupusas— 

Arthur Goodfriend recently com- 

pleted a jeep tour of Latin America, 

TWO WOMEN 

DISCOVERED A LAND 

OF TROPICAL BEAUTY 

WHERE TIME AND 

EARTHQUAKES 

ARE UNIMPORTANT! 

HALFWAY 
to HEAVE 

A Guatemala Holiday 
By JEAN HERSEY 

@ The colorful, engaging 

chronicle of an exciting tour of 

mountains and jungles and old 

. and the 

story of the delightful modern 

Mayans and their incredible 

ancient legends. 

32 PAGES OF MAGNIFICENT 

PHOTOGRAPHS; MAP END- 
PAPERS 

romantic cities . 

$3.75 

at all bookstores 

JUNIOR STORY CLUB For Children 4-8 
Ideal Christmas, Birthday, /.nytime Gift. 
Each week the postman brings a wonder 
ful illustrated story, plus a letter, games 

contests, prizes galore Memberst 
eard, too, for that lucky « 
Enroll now, 

~~ 26 weeks e « 3 
“\ ot 3 Sf wees ..- = 

h JUNIOR FEATURES 
Box 458, Scarsdale, WN. Y. 



Fine fare for 
| mystery story fans The Criminal Riésord 

The Saturday Review's Guide to Detective Fiction 
— 

Title and Author Crime, Place, and Sleuth Summing Up Verdig 

FOGGY, FOGGY DEW | Possibly natural deaths | Introduces new (to C. Eaten 
Amber Dean of wealthy dpso and/R.) murder - method, taining 

(Crime Club: $2) her bibu ous nephew | chancy but interesting. 
arouse suspicions of doc- | People are lively, pace 
tor, who consults detec- | fast — and title fog 
tive friend with surpris- | sometimes _ penetrates 

f ing results. writing. 

MADA THE RED GATE | Young wife (ex-café | Beyond few spots of | No 
Richard Burke cigarette-girl) of septua- | raucous humor involving 80 

WILL NOT (Ziff-Davis: $1.98) genarian millionaire | frankly depicted hero- good 
DINE TONIGHT naturally suspected | ine, story is average 

when he’s murdered. She | assembly line job with 
by Hillery Wough. A smooth-as- helps foil nasty accusers. | ultra-gaudy trimmings. 

i lvi ? : > (eegp 
ee eee Pc THE DYING ROOM | Veteran with possibly | Melodram:—but good | Shocke 
respectable—habits. A Gargoyle Manning Lee Stokes fatal head wound saves | melo.—from start to 
Mystery. $2.50 at all bookstores. (Phoenix: $2) amnesiac heiress from | finish. Lurid, sketchy, 

: : wareee plane, then — occasionally un- 
solves two widely sepa- ievable, but pace and 

a Cownrd-MitSCamn. ine. rated but closely related | action carry it through. 
id : homicides. 

as PURPLE SHELLS Violent deaths of two | Adroitly plotted, well C 100d 
R. L. Goldman American experts in | documented, and con- stuff 

_ (Ziff-Davis: $1.98) testaceous malacolo yon nd exciting—with 
woman crie convince reporter-sleut completely unexpected 

A scared ' he’s up against some- | finish. Barring minor 
“Prove that Bette is no thing more serious than | routine touches it’s 

al $2,000 shell-game. credible, and amply 
my child,” tosses 9%, hard-boiled. 

; tive’s = 
on a chic girl detec MEMORY OF Four ‘‘long-shorts’’ | Read singly they are | Com- 

desk, and things that MURDER about little, gray psy- | rewarding; sound sleuth- | mendai 
esk, Hugh Pentecost chiatrist John Smith, | ing, ditto psychology, 

shouldn't happen to (Ziff-Davis: $1.98) whose professional skill | good writing. At one 
ning leads police to solution | sitting psychiatry, 

Bogart start happe P of some puzzling crimes. | though sugar-coated, is 
bit overpowering. 

THE INVISIBLE Neurotic artist finds | Terrifying portraits of For 
BRIDGE killing only way out of | maladjusted personali- | special 

jm Francis Allan difficulties— and slays | ties, s a vignettes of | taste 
7O - (Reynal & Hitchcock: | quite cleverly. But | New York scenes, good 
<= wy $2.50) stupid kin of second | —if strident — writing 

murderee queers pitch. | and generally depressing 
j F atmosphere. 

THE BELLS OF Batch of quiet-English- | Blackmail, poison-pen, | Satis 
HiM DEAD OLD BAILEY village suicides followed | and black-market  in- tory 

Dorothy Bowers by two murders. Scot- redients skilfully 
By GALE GALLAGHER (Crime Club: $2) land Yarder probes all | blended. Engaging 

deaths and forces con- | people—almost all sus- 
$2.50 at all bookstores fession from vengeful | pects, unassumingsleuth, 

Bil Sovrard ECan. nc on con ptcaes test: 
« ground. 

THE SUGARPLUM | Timid young insurance | Dagwood-Blondie treat- | Lively 
B N D S STAIRCASE salesman, seeking selling | ment of yarn, although 

B U sg ©] Richard English ability through hypno- | it frequently gets out of 
(Simon & Schuster: $2) | sis, lands smack in mid- | hand, has its points, 

dle of doublk N. Y.| both amusing and ex- 
os and bothers cops | citing. 
terribly. Coming... : a 

lete C LETHAL LADY Murderous Enoch Arden | Interesting to watch Not 
Complete Coverage Rufus King act of money-mad Mid- | law, indirectly but sure- | King 

of (Crime Club: $2) western wife almost suc- | ly, close in on avaricious size 
+ but maniaca] | five-letter gal. = 

e ’ innesotan avenges one | wise it’s just another 
Children s Records — and prevents an- | slick shocker. 

ther. in other a 

: A DIRGE FOR HER | Murder of movie actress | Dundas’s current aide— | OK 
Satur day Review’s Virginia Rath with checkered past, fol- | tough ex-sergeant pri- 

G (Ziff-Davis: $1.98) lowed by two related | vate op.—refreshing ad- 
RECORDIN Ss slayings, keeps oe dition - a _ 

¢ Dundas one step ah turier sleuth’s stable. 
to appear with issue of of angry cops. Action swift, plot well 

. November 29th. tangled. 
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THE WORLD 
(Continued from page 12) 

government. In this country 
ar of communist strength and 

infuence in the Western Hemi- 

sphere is blinding many people to 

other forces which may eventually 

result in untold misery and suffer- 
ing to millions in the Americas. 
At any rate, the rising tide of 

nationalism in many of the other 
American republics and its possible 
consequences should be watched 
with the same interest and con- 
cern as we watch the communist 

| movement... . 

and 
our fe 

; With a few swipes at Generalissimo 
sfael Leonidas Trujillo Molina, the 

ler of the Dominican Republic, and 

neral Anastasio Somoza, the dicta- 

pr of Nicaragua, Mr. Tomlinson turns 

nost of his attention to Juan Domingo 

eron of Argentina. This particular 

rand of government, he says, is pure 

sscism in the classical pattern, aimed 

conquering Latin America by force 

necessary. ; 

Notably, Mr. Tomlinson comments, 

r. Peron has been one of the loudest 

ivocates of the hemisphere defense 

lan whereby the United States would 

rm and train Latin-American armies 

“a plan loudly ballyhooed by some 

f our highest professional military 

en, including General Dwight D. 

isnhower himself.” Mr. Tomlinson 

uotes a Congressman’s remark that 

iis plan would be like “sharpening a 

azor to cut our own throat.” 

Democratic forces, Mr. Tomlinson 

ys, still exist between the poles of 

eft and Right extremists. They are 

igorous, he says, but should be sup- 

rted by this country with a surer 

and. The methods should be refusal 

p grant diplomatic recognition to any 

overnment not representing a free 

xpression of the people and the use 

bff what he calls the “new Dollar Di- 

lomacy.” In this Dollar Diplomacy 

private investors would deal only with 

eir colleagues in Latin America (and 

ot governments) and, in addition, 

ery United States dollar invested 

ould be matched with native capital. 

“Battle for the Hemisphere” is a 

ournalistic bird’s-eye view with all 

e advantages and disadvantages in- 

erent in this kind of book. It is 

eatly organized, colloquially written, 

nd sharply to the point. On the other 

land, there is an inclination to over- 

implicity, to exaggerate in the in- 

tests of emphasis, to cry warning 
verdramatically. It seems also fair 

) note that Mr. Tomlinson gives the 

mpression that he agrees with the 

lewpoint of large United States in- 

estors in Latin America—communi- 
ations, oil, mining, and fruit—a view- 

point that is not necessarily the most 

djective, 
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2 magazines in 1 
THE 
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Saturday Review of Recordings 

DP Now, more than ever, The Saturday Review is the gift to give your 

discriminating friends. For now The Saturday Review is a bigger 

magazine, a better magazine than ever before. In addition to the 

reviews and articles which provide some of the most notable, quotable 

writing appearing anywhere today, there’s the new monthly supple- 

ment, Recordings, America’s number | guide to recorded music. And 

there’s the new travel feature, which is an itinerary of world travel 

as revealed in the books of the day. The Saturday Review is the best 

gift you can give to people who are interested in the things that matter. 
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medical science 

would be confined 

to old wives’ remedies; 

the world’s great 

literature would 

be lost forever! 

Have YOU bought 

a good book lately? 

HOLLISTON 
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CHARLES DICKENS 
RECORDINGS FOR CHILDREN 

A CHRISTMAS CAROL 
with Lionel Barrymore 
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4—10" records. “GM 

OLIVER TWIST and Fagin 

with Basil Rathbone as Fagin 
3—12" records. mM 86700 © «6$4.20° 

“Plus City Sales Tax in NYC. (Prices sub- 
= te change). Shipments Express Collect. 

16A $3.94* 

carry a complete stock of all recordings. 
writ for coos ef wate Appliances, Cam- 

Sports Gifts. 
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111 West 52nd St.. New York 19 

Cl. 7-0069 

READING LOG 
“READ BUT NOT FORGOTTEN" 
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cover, ‘gold title. 92 pages. 6" by 8”. $1.00 postpaid. 

A WONDERFUL GIFT 
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The New Recordings 

COMPOSITION, PERFORMER, 

ALBUM NUMBER, 

ENGINEERING 
PERFORMAN« 

NUMBER OF RECORDS AND CONT 
Recording Technique Surface 

a A DD «ACE esa Sal A OE 

BERNSTEIN, ‘FAC- | (Note: Labels sides A (See below) Glibly 
SIMILE” (1946). RCA- | 3 & 4 reversed my (“neurotic’’) ballet 
Victor Orch. Bernstein. copy.) One of Vic- | | modern, delightfu 
Victor M 1142 (2) $3.30 | tor’s finest efforts, | | in the listening 

highly natural. More | dance it falls apart 
liveness, less sharp- | | spots 
nessthancomparable | 
Columbias 

BERNSTEIN, CLAR- | Recorded during war; B+ A compact, urban: 
INET SONATA (1941). | This is a reissue on contrapuntal, 
David Oppenheim, Bern- | better surfaces. Not | written piece, as ¢ 
stein. up to current stand- later and fancier | 
Hargail 502 (2) | ards, but good enough mvt. pure Hindemit 
(Reissued) | for easy listening. pure Copland—the 

reeks of Bernsteit ! 

DANCES (Violin and | Vox has done it! This A Another a Vox’s 
Piano). Bronislaw Gimpel, |_album is a remark- | | esting potpourris 
vl. Artur Balsam, pf. } able improvement; | point. Good en 
Vox 616 4 10”) $4 | fine, wide range, well | music. Fine 

balanced job, won- | |.makes for exces 
derful “presence.” | _lightwe ight listening 

FRANCK, SYMPHONIC | It’s the piano that’s A A highly persuasi\ 
VARIATIONS, Eileen 
Joyce, piano: 
servatory Orch. Minch. 

London Decea EDA 35 (2) 

Paris Con- | 
| cussionless, 

arresting here, with 
usual European per- 

natural | 

sion of this war hors« 
perly lugubrious at 
ning but never over! 

tone. Orch. fine too. 

ard Bernstein is one of today’s 

most significant composers. Not 

because his music is more profound 

than others. Not because of any 

greater skill in a particular branch 

of the art. But Bernstein has every- 

thing that, time and again in the 

past, has predicated the fruitful 

climax of a period or school of com- 

position. 

There are two sorts of creators in 

the furtherance of an art: the ex- 

perimenters, the builders of paths; 

and the consolidators, who crystal- 

lize, elaborate, perfect. Genius may 

appear at any point, but the genius 

of the consolidating stage often pro- 

duces the most lasting art because 

he has the tools, the means, the 

milieu. The most vital stage (ours 

today) is that in which consolidation 

is taking place—the style is set, the 

technique becomes facile, secure, 

consistent and above all, the audi- 

ence is created—but the master has 

yet to appear. The “Pre-Bach” era 

had this quality as did the “Mann- 

heim” period before Mozart. A 

thousand little and medium com- 

posers then busied themselves with 

the techniques that Mozart and 

Bach took over full blown, still to 

be uninmaginably developed. 

Our century has been embroiled 

in the pioneer stage: the violent bat- 

tles to throw over the old, the grad- 

Fesre Bernstein speaking, Leon- 

WHO WILL BE THE GENIUS? 

ual development of a dozen hesit 

quarreling styles and schools 

cluding jazz of course), then 
ways the quiet, post-revolution re 

turn to the best of what was th 

out; and now, finally—consolidation 

The schools begin to merge, an 

all contemporary style and 

nique is rounding out, 

daily more familiar, more 

easier to understand, of wider 

ence, bringing together the warrin 

factions as few could have imagine 

And Berns: twenty years ago. 

is its leading man. 

In Bernstein, Copland, Hindemiz 

Stravinsky stalk in every measur 

Gershwz 

jazz hot and cold, folk song, eve 

the neo-Romance of Prokofieff 2: 

Shostakovitch. And yet the Ber 

stein style is thoroughly consist< 

So does musical comedy, 

< 

within itself and very much its 

Few living composers are the rn 

ter of easy, uninhibited expressic 

that he is, few can be so effortless 

logical, so brilliant in instrumen 

tion, so skilled in counterpoint 22: 

becoming 

line. Few can say so much so ¢a: 

to the great general public. 

has brought the “modern” 

so near to the popular taste. 

With the omnivorous ’ Ber: 

and his like begins, at last, th« 

consolidated musical art style 
century. But who will be its ge: 

EDWARD TATNALL CANE? 
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atins 

pstakes” 

PUBLIC SERVANT 

IS EYES have taken on a 

sharper glint 

these days, and have a 

crusader’s. look 

m too much peering into darkened u 

grim 

corners, 

too much time 

versive book. 

with some sub- 

» has not left a Communist in hid- 

ing, 

r any Jew conspiracy unturned; 
re is no Negro plot he has not 

published 
any secret 

learned. 

code he has not 

s speeches echo in the Legislature, 

d he is not without an audience; 
views are syndicated in the papers 

his army of disciples is immense). 

it of the spotlight, often he has 

doubts; 

ivately he disowns what he has 

said. 

it you will find him, in the dark of 

night, 

rtively peeping underneath his bed. 

E. R. Youna. 

. > - 

From Grace Partridge Smith of 

ashington, D. C..: 

Apropos of the “frigidaire sweep- 
mentioned by Earle Wal- 

bridge [SRL June 14, °47], I should 
like to call attention to the charac- 
ter Old Grindall in William Austin’s 
short story “The Man with the 
Cloaks: A Vermont Legend,” who 
put on a cloak a day for 365 days 
in order to keep warm and then 
complained of the cold! Slightly 
less chilly, perhaps, was Old Bo- 
some in Thomas Delonev’s novel, 
“Thomas of Reading,” but he should 
be listed as one of the cold person- 
ages of fiction. 

Kenneth Porter, of Vassar College, 
bmits: 

Is the open season for duplicates, 
near-duplicates, and even tripli- 
cates in book titles still on? If so, 
may I submit the following? The 
most duplicated title I have re- 
cently noted is “When the Bough 
Breaks.” Naomi Mitchison used it 
(1924) for her collection of stories 
on Roman and_ early-Christian 
themes. (Why haven’t Mrs. Mitchi- 
son’s last two novels, “The Blood of 
the Martyrs,” an original treatment 
of the “Christian to the lions!” 
theme, and “The Bull Calves,” about 
mid - eighteenth - century Scotland, 
deen published in this country?) A 
novel of the same title by Cecile 
Gilmore appeared last year and in 
hecking up on this I discovered 

OVEMBER 22, 1947 

the 
Adeline 
guerite 
Dam” 
Connecticut during the 

that title had been used by 
Rumsey in 1940. Mar- 

Allis’s “Water Over the 
(1947), about canal days in 

1820's, al- 
most duplicates Harry Harrison 
Kroll’s “Waters Over the Dam” 
(1944), one of the best “novels of 
the soil” I’ve ever read. The scene 
is a non-plantation region of the 
Deep South. Loula Grace Erdman’s 
“Years of the Locust” (1947) par- 
tially duplicates Gilbert Seldes’s 
“The Years of the Locust” (1932) 
and is also reminiscent of Nathaniel 
West’s “Day of the Locust” (1939), 
about strange goings-on in Holly- 
wood. 

. . > 

SUBSTITUTION 

WCBS, New York, will suspend the book 

review program, “Of Men and Books,” until 
the football season is over Publishers’ Weekly 

Leave bookstand for bandstand, 

Leave calfskin for pig. 

(Up here in the grandstand 

A book’s infra dig.) 

Put classics and such down, 

Don’t bother with bards. 

(It’s almost a touchdown— 

Just seven more yards.) 

Enough of reviewing, 

However high class. 

(Say, what are they doing? 

It looks like a pass!) ... 

No, culture’s not ended, 

But just at this season 

It’s being suspended 

For very good reason. 

RICHARD ARMOUR. 

om . * 

After a great many years’ experi- 

ence as an editor, let me say this to 

the many writers of verse who sub- 

mit material to The Saturday Review 

of Literature—and to The Phoenix 

Nest, its non-paying adjunct—most of 

which goes across my desk. Try to 

put yourself in the place of one whose 

mind is open, whose desire is to be 

kind, but who has to choose only 

those poems that, in his own opinion 

(subject to fallibility) are really un- 

usual. If you send him a fat envelope 

full of poems that you simply fire at 

him without exercising any discrim- 

ination, and expect him to do all the 

work for you of sifting the mediocre 

from the good, are you putting your- 

self in the best light? If you send in 

careless work before you have really 

worked as hard on it as some particu- 

larly good idea may deserve, do you 

expect him to fix it up for you? He 

may, at that, because he doesn't like 

sloppiness. He may send it back to 

you with suggestions. But is he, real- 

ly, a literary agency? If you act as 

though you were a machine turning 

out verses like pairs of shoes, you will 

not impress him save as a machine, 

not a poet. If you do not bother to 

use a typewriter or to enclose a re- 

turn envelope, he will try to de- 

cipher your handwriting and he will 

put on the stamps when he sends the 

poem back, but it won’t make him 

merry. If you suggest several end- 

ings to your poem, or several alter- 

nate lines, it just shows that you 

haven’t enough confidence in your 

own judgment really to warrant your 

bothering an editor. I couldn’t pos- 

sibly say how many thousands of 

manuscripts of poems I have read 

in my time, but I should say that 

single poems approach the million 

mark. Most of the poetry comes from 

you ladies, and some of you only 

send in your best and in all other 

matters display your intelligence. This 

advice is therefore not for you. But 

it is obvious that The Saturday Re- 

view of Literature has only a certain 

amount of space to give to poetry, and 

it follows that the editors should 

strive to fill that space with the best 

poetry they can possibly get. They 

often fail. But it is also true that 

there is a great deal of verse now 

written in this country that attains 

a certain level of merit. What this 

editor is looking for is more than 

that; and owing to the amount of ma- 

terial that comes to his desk he can- 

not always say, “Your fourth line is 

heinous—your sixth verse is unnec- 

essary—you'’ve ruined a good idea— 

your craftsmanship is good but you 

have nothing original to say—you are 

writing too much and not working 

hard enough—and so on.” No, he just 

sends the -work back. Keep this 

anxious, hopeful, practised, and bom- 

barded individual in mind when yo 

send in poems. His job is to read the 

verse, and to try to pick out gvod 

ones. But his job is not really t 

teach you how to write, though he 

may try, now and then. And wher 

he says unusual he means unusua 

The flood of usual and to-be-ex 

pected is like Niagara. He tries t 

keep his eye peeled for that diamo 

chip on the endless torrent of d 

that easily may escape | 

WILLIAM 

leaves, 

Sufficit Rost BENe’ 
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pher’s model and talk like a Mar- 

quand heroine. As soon as she catches 

the man the story ends—just where 

mature adult problems begin. (There 

is a variant whereby a wife has to 

recapture her husband, but it is es- 

sentially the same thing.) There are 

no poor in America who do not de- 

serve to be so, or to whom poverty is 

anything but a noble spur or a joke. 

There are no stirring moral problems 

dramatically presented, no recognition 

of the dilemma of modern man—who 

has discovered the instruments of 

abundance and peace but can only 

create scarcity and chaos. There are 

no problems that cannot be solved 

by a kindly and sentimental old 

gentleman speaking a few words of 

wisdom, but mostly there are just no 

real problems at all—only a com- 

placent satisfaction with the status 

quo. Life, as presented in the slicks, 

is a series of harmless glandular up- 

sets mistakenly diagnosed as cardiac 

and cured for good by a marriage 

license. 

More serious then than the imma- 

turity of what is in the stories is the 

immaturity of what is left out. You 

cannot write a seriously critical story 

of modern life, however dramatic, and 

—with very rare exceptions—expect 

to get it into the slicks. At a time 

when, if ever, we needed to have 

our emotions attached to some set of 

moral principles, the public is care- 

fully shielded from any such engage- 

ment by a few men who control the 

reading of millions. 

Yet, fiction, far more than fact, 

could arouse the allegiance of men to 
worthy ends. That is what it is de- 

signed to do, by providing the vrop- 

er emotional stimulus. It could be 

doing that today in our magazines, 

through stories which without preach- 

ing would seriously and honestly show 
the consequences of racial prejudice, 

complacency, selfishness—which would 

provide right standards of conduct in 

a world full of deprivation and misery. 

For fiction is the modern substitute 

for the ancient bard and its responsi- 

bilities are his. Yet its powers and po- 

tentialities, once regarded as nearly 

sacred, are being prostituted. 

The slick magazines force writers 

of fiction to divorce themselves from 

the real world, to ignore the great 

themes of our day which cry for 

treatment. A censorship which forbids 
a writer to speak with humorous dis- 

paragement of toothpaste for fear of 

offending an advertiser is perhaps on- 

ly funny. It actually happened to me. 
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But a censorship which excludes the 

recognition of injustice in our time, 

which forbids criticism of our ob- 

viously imperfect economic and so- 

cial system, and which both by what 

it includes and what it excludes im- 

poses upon its readers a flat, shallow, 

and essentially false rendering of re- 

ality—such a censorship is as bad as 

if it were imposed by government. 

It arises out of complacence, no 

doubt, or out of a failure to under- 

stand that in a world standing on the 

brink of annihilation people must be 

encouraged to think even if it hurts a 

little. Naturally, the neutral tone of 

slick fiction is related to sales. Editors 

lose their jobs if sales drop. The truth 

about anti-Semitism, legislative lob- 

bies, state politics, control of the 

press, and a lot of other things always 

offends those who are exposed. Yet 

strangely enough the slicks will risk 

offending people in articles while re- 

fusing to do so in fiction. Is it that 

they recognize the power of fiction 

to engage emotions, to make an im- 

pression that cuts deeper and lasts 

longer than “fact”? Yet is it expecting 

too much of the slicks to risk the loss 

of a sale when civilization is at stake? 

Having said these things about the 

slicks, what shall we say of the pulp 

magazines, the movie magazines, the 

“comics”? Are we to inhabit without 

repairing the filmsy fabric of this 

civilization where few are civilized, 

and where so much wealth of goods 

hides so much poverty of soul, until 

the merest push topples us over? Or 

are we to discover our errors in time, 

so that with bone and sinew we can 

rebuild before it is too late? 

And what should a writer do, who 

wants to help save and improve his 
world, but is only allowed to jingle 
the jester’s bells? 
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LANGUAGE SERVICE CENTER. Div. of Schoenhgy, 
Foreign Books, Inc., Harvard Sq., Cambridge \ 
Mass. Established 1935. All record courses. Ay 
books in all languages. Booklet SRL. 

FRENCH GRAMMAR, conversation, diction by » 
risienne just back from France. (Sorbonne Universiy 
N.Y.C. REgent 7-4606. 

LEARN TO TALK SPANISH by joining my even) 
classes. N.Y.C. Call evenings after 7 P.M. Gigs 
ercy 5-1277. 

FRENCH, SPANISH, GERMAN LESSONS by cu 
emeed graduated lady teacher. N.Y.C. ACademy } 

a thy 
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RUSSIAN CONVERSATION, grammar, transictiog 
English, French, Russian, German, N.Y.C. ACod 
4-1700, Ext. 2 

F. D. ROOSEVELT’S OWN VOICE . . . Authorizaliit 
recording of 23 of his most important radio ¢ 
cresses, N. B. C. incomparable recording from 
Inaugural, March 1933, to Jefferson Day add 
(posthumous), April 1945. Two de luxe sow 
albums, 12 records, 2 sides, unbreakable, $24.50 
For collectors, Archives, Schools, Speech Stude 
= INSTITUTE, 216 RCA Bidg., NY: 

RECORD MART 

THE CLASSICAL RECORD SERVICE. We hove or ¥ 
find those rare mig y 7 you want. Send us y 
lists. 545 Fifth Ave., N.Y.C. 

COLLECTORS’ PARADISE. Five decades of clos 
vocals and instrumentals. RECORD HUNTER, |! 
Lexington Ave., at 81 Street, N.Y.C. PL 9-7694 

PERSONALIZE YOUR COLLECTION with Rec 
Seals. Samples free. GREENLAND PRESS, 5700 ¥ 
kins, Pittsburgh 17, Pa. s 

BOOKS 

BOOKS ON THE EAST. China, Japan, Indo-Ch 
the East Indies, India, Central Asia, Persia, Ar 
Egypt, the South Seas, etc. All subjects, all / 
guages. Send for Catalogue 130, now ready, on 
the most diversified we have ever issued. & 
lished 1920. ORIENTALIA, INC., 47 West 475 
N.Y.C. 19. 

. New Books. Free catalogues. 088 
fth Ave, N.Y.C. 
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ENCYCLOPEDIA & DICTIONARY CATALOG 
LITERARY MART, 8 East 33 St., N.Y.C. 16 

OLD, RARE, RECENT, OUT-OF-PRINT. Large Sted 

on hand oh sag eo Fa 
cult, bi ies, etc. wotations free. Co 
fesued. Inquiries’ solicited. PYETELL’S BOOK ‘# 
Mount Vernon, N. Y 

Inspiration, Novels, i N ENGLISH. 
aa ROBOTT! SERVICE Many subjects. Free lists! 
SR. 1133 Broadway, N.Y.C. 

MUS'C BOOKS. Biography, 
service. Send for free list. ANDREW BAIER, 5 
seller, P. O. Box 2, Cicero 50, Illinois. 

reference, efc 

SOUTHERN AND WESTERN AMERICANA. Free @ 
alogue on request. BOULTON’S BOOK STORE,’ 
E. College St., Jackson, Tennessee. 

FREE CATALOG. Thousands of good books * 
WEST BOOK COMPANY, 608 West 60 St. Chic 
Iinois. 

GERMAN AND FRENCH BOOKS on any s# 
b t and sold. MARY S. ROSENBERG, Pv! 

seller and importer, 100 West 72 St., N.’° 
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